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Tv itks lovely Barris laſh, = © 
Frae Ladies Har! orte, mne and Jean, 

Down to itt b g- cls, 

Mia dances barefoot on the green. 
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JF OUR moſt humble ſlave, 


4 Whanc'er to ſerve you ſhall decline; 


Eneeling, wad your acceptance crave, 


When he preſents this ſma* propine. 


| Then take it Eindly to your care, 


Revive it with your tunefu' notes: 
It's beauties will look ſweet and fair, 
Ariſing ſaftly through your throats. 
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w DEDICATION. 
The wanton wee thing will rejoice, 
When tented by a ſparkling cye, 


The ſvinct tinkiing with her voice, 


It lying on her lovely knee. 
| While kettles dringe on ingles dour, | 
| Or claſhes ſtay the lazy laſs; | 
Thir fangs may ward you frae the ſour, , 
And gaily vacant minutes pais. ; | 


E'en while the tea's fill'd reclzing round, 
Rather than plot a tender tongue, 
Treat a' the circling lugs wi' ſound, 


Syne ſafely ſip when ye have ſung. 


May happineſs haud up your hearts, OT. 
And warm you lang with loving Sires:. | 
May Powers prop::ious play their parts, . 
In matching you to your deres. | 
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A LTHOUCH it be acknowledged, that our 
D Scot: Tunes have not lengthened variety of 
Muſic, yet they have an agieeable gaicty and natural 


are known, not only among ourſclves, but in other 


countries. They are for the moſt part ſo chearful, - 
that, on hearing them well played or ſung, we find a 


difficulty to keep ourſelves from dancing. What 


further adds to the eſteem we have for them, is, their 


| kinds love for novelty would appear to contradict this 


reaſon ; but will not, when we conſider, that for one 
that can tolerably entertain with vocal or inſtrument- 
al Muſic, there are fifty who content themſelves with 
the pleaſure of hearing, and ſinging without the 


trouble of being taught: Now, ſuch are not judges 


of the fine flouriſhes of new Muſic imported ſrom 

Ztaly and elſewhere, yet will liſten with pl-aſure to 

Tunes that they know, and can join with in the Che- 
neg Az . 
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rus. Say that our way is only an harmonious ſpeak- 

ing of merry, witty, or ſoft thoughts, after the Poet 

has dreſſed then: in four or five ſtanzas; yet undoubt- 
ed'y theſe mult reliſh beſt with people, who have not 
beſtowed much of their time in acquiring a taſte for 

that downright per{. > Muſic, which requires none, 
or very little of the Poer's aſſiſlance. 


5 Mr being well aſſured, how acceptable new worde 
to known Tunes would prove, engaged me to the 
making verſes for above ſixty of them, in this and 
the ſecond Volume? about thirty more were done by 
ſome ingenucus j oung Genilemen, who were ſo well 
Pleaſed with my undertaking, that they generouſly 
lent me their affiſtance; and to thera the lovers of 
Senſe and Muſic are obiiged for ſome of the belt Songs 
in the Coll:Q'on. The reſt are ſuch old verſes a: 
Have been done time out of mind, and only wanted 
to be cleared from the droſs cfblundering Tranſcribers 
and Priaters; ſuch as, The Galerlunzie Mun, Muirlind 
Fills, Sc. that claim their place in our Collection, for 
their merry images cf the low character. ” 


Tas twelfth Edition in a few years, and the gene- 
ral demand for che Book by perſons of all ranks, where - 
ever our language is underilcod, is a ſure evidence ox 


\ 


PREFACE. vii 


It's being acceptable. My worthy fiend, Dr. Baw- 
rrrman, tells me from America, 


* 


Nut only 45 yer Lay, Ger Britain e, 
Round all the glibe gour happy Sonnets g 
Here thy [fi verſe made to a Scottiſh ar, 
Hire ofien ſung by our Virginian fair, | 
Camilla's ewarbling not?s are heard us more; 
But yield to Lad time 1 came 0'er the —y 
Hy laſp:s and Rinaldo both give away | 
To Mary Scot, Twecd-ſide, ænd Mary Gray. 
From this and the following Volume, Mr. T homſm 
{who is allowed by all, to be a good teacher and ſing- 
er oi Scots Songs) culled us O-phoas Cale ſaniua, the 
| muſic for boil the voice ani flute, and the words of 
the Songs fiacly engraven in a fol io book, for the u 
of perſons of the hip he quilicy in Britain, and De- 
dicated to he Lite Queen. Ihis, by the Bye, I tlzought 
proper to intimate, and do myicl that julice which 
the Publiſher neplected: ſince he ought to hart ace 
qquainted his illuſtrious lid of Subſcribers. that the moſt 
of the Songs were Rune, tne Muli abſtracted. 


In my Compoſitions and Collections, J have kept 
Out all mut and ribaldry, that the modeſt voice and 


. 
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ear of the fair finger might meet with no affront z 
| the chief bent of all my ſtudies being, to gain their 
good graces ; and it ſhall always be my care, to ward 
off theſe trowns that worltd prove mortal to my 


ow, little books, go your ways; be aſſured of fa- 
vourable reception wherever the lun ſhines on the free- 
born chearful Briton ; Real yourſelves into the ladies 
| boſoms. Happy volumes ! you are to live too as long 
as the Song of Homer in Greek and Engliſh, and mix 


pour aſhes only with the Odes of Horace. Were it 


but my fate, when old and ruffled, like you to be a- 
gain reprinted, what a curious figure would 1 appear 
| en the utmoſt limits of time, aſter a thouſand Editions? 
Happy volumes! you are ſecure, but 1 mult yield; 
pleaſe the Ladies, and take care of my fame. 


Fa hopes of this, fearleſs of coming age, 
ll fraile thro life; and when fer rhyme renmawn'd, 
PU cainly quit the farce and giddy flage, 
Hud flecy beneath a flu ry turf full ſoune, 
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Beginning wich the rſt Letter of every Song. 


The Sonos marked C, D, H, L, M, O, c. 
are new Words by different Hands ; T, the 
Authors unknown ; Z, old Sonrs ; Q, old 
Songs with Additions. 


A 


A H, Chhe, thou treaſure, thou joy, c. 

| A lovely laſs t& a friut came | 
Ah. Chris, coul! I now but fit 

As from a rock pait all relief 

Auld Rob iris that wins in yon g glen 

As 91 ˙e in a toreſt lux 

And l o'er the moor to Maggy 

At Lab on the green 

As Walkin for hr vicw the plain 

Ah! why noſe tears in N. b eyes 

Ah! the thepherd's mournful fate 

As | went tor a to view the ſpring 

Adieu for a une my native green Plains 

Au' ' away to bo; ** T aver d fiite 

As early I wik'd on the fi: of ſweet May 

Although | be mt a country laſs 

As I {at at my ſpinning wheedd 

Adicu the plealant ſpcars _ plays 


8 
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A Southland eum that was ri bonny 
Lame in by Tiviet fide 6 

A cock laird fu 

Ar ſcning day and riſing morn 

A nymph of the plain 

All in the Downs the fleet was moor'd 

Ah! bright Belinda, hither fly 

Alexis ſhunn'd his fellow ſwains 


Awake. thou faireſt 


Away, you rover 
A four reformation 


Hg 2 in « meadow alone 


=_ CCRT TE 
As I am a friend 


A mul is bhe the gelden ore 

A fox may ſteal your hens, fir 

As Daly was milking of the cows 

A woman's ware like china | 

Aſſiſt your vot'ry, friendly nine 
| *. 

— fhunherdeke lay 17 


By a murmuring 

Blate Fetnny faintly teld fair Jean his mind 24 

Bright Cynthia's A cap divinely great 35 

By ſmooth Tay a fraia was reclining 66 
Beneath a beech's . Dub /'r ſhade 71 


| By the delicious warmneſs of thy moumnm 7 
= Beneath a green ſhade I found a fair maid - 76 | 
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IND E X. 
B:f,": beanties ſhine ſac bright 

Bleſt as the immortal gods 1 is he 
Beauty from fancy takes it's arms 
Balow, my boy, ly ill and ſleep 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bride 


Blyth Focky young and gay 8 
Buſk ye, buſk ye, my bonny bonny bride 
Be wary, my Celia, when Caledon ſues 
Bleſt as the immortal gods is he 


Bacchus is a power divine 


Belinda with affected mein 

By the ſide of 2 great kitchen fire 
Bacchus maſt now his power reſign 
Blyth, blyth, blyth was ſhe py 
By maſon's art th' aſpiring dome 
— gin, any — my dear 


* 
Come let's hae mair wine in 


_ Celeſtial muſes. tune your lyres 
Come fill me a bumper, my jolly brave bert | 


Confeſs thy love, fair bluſhing maid 
Come Flor:inda, lovely charmer 


Come here's to the nymph that I love 
Cauld be the rebel's caſt 


| Celia, let not pride undo you 


Crpid, god of pleaſing anguiſh 
too late you would repent 
Cupid, eaſe a love fick maid 


Come, neighbours, now we've made our hay 


Come, carles a? of ſumblers ha- 
Come ties us prepare 


_ Cuſtom prevailing bes ena the get 


Cynthia frowns 2 1 woo her 


Come, love. let's walk by yonder ſpring 


Care, away, gae thou ſrae me 


Come. lads, ne er plague your heads 
Can love be contrould by advice 
_ Celis now my heart Kath broke 


n I N D E X. 


D. 
Dumbaricn's drums beat bonny—0 
Drar Rover, it your Jerry peck © 
Duty and part of reaſon 
Det; alting buii.ie a clear ſtream 
Do not atk me, ch. mming £hullis 
Diogcuc, iinty and proud 
Daun. i you will kelieve me 
Dia ever iwam a nymph adore | 
Dephris ſibod peniive in the thade 
| Chize, while thus beyond meaſare 
Dear Colin, prevent my warm bluthes 


F. 
Fy let us z? to the bridal 
Farewell to Lachaler. and farewell, my Fear; 


For the ſake ot ſomebod 'y 


Fair, ſweet aud young, receive a prize 
Fair Iris and her ſwain 


Tie J. za, ſorn the little arts 


Farewell. my bonny, witty, pretty Z7zcpy 


From roſy lowers, where ceps the gou of 4 
From crave leſſons and reftramt 


Fair Am:ret is gone aſtray 
From Vite, and 1111s 
Flutt'ring ipread thy purple pinions 


Falle though {he be to me and love 


G. 
Cin ye meet a honny laſſle 


_ Gre me a laſs with a lamp of land 


Go, 70, £0, 80 falſeſt of thy lex, begone 
Gently touch the w arbling lyre 


Gently ſtir and blow the hre 


Good madam, when ladies are willing 
Good people, draw near 
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I will awa' wi' 


IN DE X. 
H. 

How ſweetly ſmells the ſimmer green 

Hear me, ye nymphs, andi every ſwain 

Hearken, and 1 will tell you how 

How blyth ilk morn was 1 to ſee 

Happy*'s che love which meets return 

Have you any pots or pans 


Honeſt man John Ochiltree 


How happy is the rural clown 
How ſh all I be lad when a huſband I hae 


Hid from himſelf now by the dawn 


Here are people and ſports 
How happy are we 


Here's a health to the king, and a laſting peace 


He that will not merry merry be 
Hark how the trumpet ſounds to battle 


He, who for ever 


How happy a ſtate does the miller poſſeſs 
How vleit are beggar lafſes 


Having ſpent all my time 


How pleaſant a Gailor” s liie paſſes | 


Happy the world in that bleſt age . 


Hark! away, tis che merry tun d horn 
How happy are we 


Hey! my kitten, a kitten 


= 
Ts Hanilla then my own 


In vain, fond youth. io tears give o'er 


In April. when — * ſweet _ 
{9 ſaid to fob 3 wilt thou do- 

n winter when the rain rain'd cauld 
It was the charming month of Nſay 


If love's a ſweet paſlion why does it torment 
In January laſt 


I toſs and tumble through the ni; ght 
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For ty met wiih Jerny fair 

Feck; tou, Fenry tain 

1 was ance a well tocher'd fs 

I yield, dear laſſie. you have won 
I'll range around the ſhady bowers 
In this grove my Strephon walkt 


Jolly mortals, fill your glaſſes 


DN 1 upon the dog ſlar 
It ſhe be not kind as fair 
In ſpite of love at length I've ſound 
lt was in and about the Martinmas time 
I thank thee, my friend 


I have heen in love, and in debt, and in drink 


I «nce was a poet at Lenden 
If heaven, its bleſſings to augment 


In yonder town there wons a I. y 


J'll fing you a ditty and warrant it true 


IT had a heart, that now does heartleis ge. 
In ancient times, in Britaiz”s ifle 

I Phillii denies me relief 
If Jove the virgin's heart invade 


If you at an office ſollicit your due 

1 hate the coward tribes 

In pimps and politicians 

I am a cor maiden forſaken 

3 . 

. Kindly, thus my treaſure 
L. 


I e's be j jowial, fill our glaſſes 


Look u here my dear Hamilla ſmiles 
Leave kindred and friends, ſweet Betty 


Laſſie, lend me your braw hemp heckle 


Love's goddeſs in a myrtle grove 


Love never more ſhall give me pain 
Late in an evening forth I went 


Let mcaner beauties uſe their art 
Laſt Sandy at St. James pray'rs 


111 
209 
24. 


323 — 
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Nou the ſun's: 
Now Phebus 4 


| Now ſpring begins her ſmiling round 


I ND E xX. 


Love, than art the beſt of human joys 


Let ſoldiers fight for prey or praiſe 


Leave off your r fooliſh pratting 
Lear:d:r on the bay 
Little ſyren of the ſtave 


Let's drink, my friends, whilz hore we live 


242 
259 


252 


319 
378 
413 


Let us drink and be merry, dai. ce, jok and rejuice 424 


Let matters of — 


M. 
My 7. ty vlyth, for what thou'ſt done 


My mither's ay glowran o'er me 


My ſweeteſt May, let love incline thee 


My dear and only love, I pray 


March, march 


My Pati? is a lover gay 


My Jeany and I have told 


My ſodger laddie 


My Peggy is a young thing 
My days have been ſo wond'rous * 


Maiden freſh as a roſe 
My friend and 1 


My Chloe, why do ye light me 
My dear miſtreſs has a heart 
May the ambitious ever find 
My goddeſs Lydia, heavenly fair 


My deareſt maid, fince you defire 


Man may eſcape from rope and gun 


My love was fickle once an changing 


N. 
-wood gane 
„ 
out o' ſight 
on high 


Nanfy's to the 
Now wat ye v 


Now all the virgin ſwzets are mine 


Now from ruſticity and love 


Now God be wi” old Hes | 
B 2 


433 


O wha's that at mi chamber door 
Orer the mountains 
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O. 
O lovely maid ! how dear's thy power 
O Bell, * locks have kill'd my heart 
O Sandy. why leaves thou thy Netl to mourn 


O Baß Bell and Mary Gray 


Of race dirine thou needs mult be 
O Mary. thy graces and 
O der her up and haud — 


: O mither dear, | gin to fear | 
Of all the birds whoſe tuneſul throats 
One day I heard Mary ſay © 


O come away, come away 


O haud away, haud away 


O waly, waly up the bank 
O virgin kind 1 we canna tell 


O Feary, Jean, where haſt thou hw: 


O dear Peggy. love's beguiling 


Of all the girls that are io ſmart. 
Oh! love if a god thou wilt be 
On a bank beſide a willow 


Oh lead me to ſome peaceful g loom 


Oh lead me to ſome peaceful — 


Of all comforts I miſ-arried 
Oh! the charming mouth of May 


One evening as I lay 


One long IWhitfur holy-day 


One April morn, when from the fea 


O ſurpriſing lovely fair 


On a bank cf flowers 

Oh! happy, happy grove 

On Ettrici banks. in a ſummer's night 
O my heart: my heavy, heavy _ 

O grant me. kind Bacchus 


O Leiter, fam'd for maidens ſair 


One Sunday after maſs 


Of all the 1ormear, all the are 
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I'ND E X. xvii 
Of all the girls in our town .39; 
Our Palh is a fad flut! nor heeds what we taughther 41 1 


Quetcives, like the preat, to ſecure a retreat 422 
Old Chiren thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles 428 


On W#hi:ſunday morning 429 
Of all the trades from eaſt to weſt 433 
Pain'd with her ſlighting Jamie love „ 
Peggy, now the king's come | 202 
Pious Seliuda goes to prayers 865 
Pray now, John, let Fug prevail | 259 
Pretty parrot ſay, when I was away 267 
Phil;, the ſaireſt of love's foes 178 
Prithee, %u, what doſt muſe on 297 
Prithee. Billy, ben't 10 filly - 
Proud woman, | ſcorn you 389 
| Phillis deſpiſe not your faithful hone — 
Pure as the new - fallen ſnow appears 435 
= | 
3 hame ward, my heart again 5 * 
5 OR came to woo our ua? — nav 
1 | = 
Subjefcd to the power of love | 2 
Should auld acquaintance be forgot 3 
Sweet (ir, for your courteſy = 56 
| Swift, Sandy. Toung, and C 107 
Somnale nte EE 7 
Since all thy vows, falſe maid | W \ 
Saw ye Jenny Nettles 177 
Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it 176 
Speak on, —ſpeak thus, and ſtill my grief 206 
Stately Rept he eaſt the wa? 211 
Send home my long ſtray'd eyes to me 226 
Beet are the charms of her 1 love. 1 


* 


Though beauty like the roſe 


Tn. e was a wif- 
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Stella and Flavia every hour 


See, fee, ſhe wakes, Sabina wakes . 


See, ſec. ny Scraphina comes 


Sinee times are ſo bad. muſt tell thee, ſweet · heart 261 


See. firs, ſee here © a doctor rare 


Selinda (fare's the brighteſt thing | 1 


Some ſay women are like the ſea 


Since we die by the help of good wine 


Shall I. waſting in deſpair 
8. much I love thee, O my treaſure! 


Zu ging charms the bleſt above 


Saw ye the nym; h whom I adore 


_ —— has power to bring us relicf 
Nelly, my heart's delight 
Since laws were made for every degree 
Sum up ali the — 


T. 


Teach me. Chize, how to prove 


T's 1 have ſeven braw new gowns 


The meal was dear ſhort ſyne 


Tell me, Hamilla. tell me why 


Tell me, tell me, charming creature 


_ *Twas ſummer, and the day was fair 


The laſt time 1 came oer the moor 
T' e laſs of Peah', mill 


Tha' for ſeven years and mair- Honour, c. 


7 ib'y has a ſtrre of charms 

Ie p:wky auld carle came o'er the lee 
The lawl:nd lads think they are fine 
The collier has a daughter 


 Th«'s is not mine ain houſe 


The maltn:an comes on Munday 


won'd in a glen. 
The ſhepherd 1onis : 
The carle he came o'er the croft 
The night her ſilent ſable wore 
Twas at the fearful midnight hour 


235. 
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IND E X. 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 


The morn was fair, ſaft was the air 
The widow can bake, and the widow can brew 
The lawland maids gang trig and fine 


'Tis not your beauty, nor your wit 
The yellow hair'd laddie fat down on yon brae 
Thus let us ſludy night and day 


The dorty will repent 
The laird who in riches and honour 


The bonny grey eyed morning be ins to Peep 
Ten years 1: ke Typ. my itubborn heart 
Twas when the ſeas were — | 


The ordinance aboard 


Though crnel you ſeem to my pain 
Tranſported with pleaſure 
The ſaves of old 

Ihe ſmiling morn. the breathing ſpring 
There came a ghoſt to Marge ret' door 


"Twas at the ſhining mid day hover 
There was ance a May. and the 1o0'd na men 
The gr.1ces and the wand ring loves 


Tarry woo, tarry woo 


The -errible law, when it faſtens it's paw 


Th: play of love is now begun 


To Fay fair could I impart 


"The nvmph that undoes me is fair and unkind 


The ſweet roſy morn peeps over the hills 
The ſun was ſunk beneath the hill 


77 i. is a young and am'rous ſwain 


ere gowans are gay, my joy 


Through all the enploy ments of life 


Tis woman that ſednces all mankind 

The miſer thus a ſhilling ſees 

The gameſters and lawyers are jugglers alike | 
The firſt time at the looking glaſs 


Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found 
The modes of the court ſo common are grown 


The gypſies came to our good lord's gate 
head) cans} nd 
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Tis wine that clears the underſtanding 
There were tire: lads in our town 
The manners of the great affect 
Upon a fair morning for ſoft recreation 
Uporaid me not, capricious fair 
5 w. 

What beauties does F/:ra diſcloſe 
When we meet again Phely - 

When fl w*:y mcadows deck the year 
Why hangs that cloud upon thy brow 
While tops in ſaft Italian verſe 
When we came to London town 


When innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown 


While for pleaſure pawn their health 
When trees did bud, and fields were green 


What means this niceneſs now of late 


Wich broken words and downcalt eyes 
Where wad bonny Anne ly 

Will ye go to the ewe bughts, Maricn 

What numb rs ſhall the muſe repeat 
When I think on my lad 
When abſent from the nymph I love 

With tunetul pipe and hearty glee 
When ſummer comes the ſwa ns on Tweed 
Willy, ne' er enquire what end 
When I've a ſaxpence under my thumb 
When beauty blazes heavenly bright 
While our flocks are a feeding 

When Fhzhz: bright the azure ſkies 
Willy was a wanton w 

When firſt my dear laddie gade to the green k hill 
Were 1 affur'd you'll conſtant prove 
Well I agree, you're ſure of me 
When hope was quite ſunk in deſpair 
' Whilſt | fondly view the charmer 
 Whilt 1 Sazc an Ciloe trembling = 
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When my locks are grown hoary 
When thy beauty appears 
" Works thin wma Belinda give 


What tho?" they call me country laſs - 
| Whor'er beholds my Helen's face 


Were I laid on Creenland's coaſt 


1 = WE Þ. xx 


Would you have a young virgin of fifteen years 237 


Why fo pile and wan, fond lover 248 
We'll drink, and we'll never have done, boys 253 
hile the lover is thinking 253 
Where oxen do low 263 
When Clie we ply 278 
Wou'd you chuſe a wife 286 
Why ſhou'd a fooliſh marriage vow | 295 
When lovely P/://;s thou art © kind 298 
Why we love, aud why we hate 303 
When bright Aurelia tript the plain 308 
While ſi! ently L lov'd, nor dar'd 3 
We all to conquering beauty bow | 314 
ih, rare, and Will's fair 321 


When betimes on the mern ro the ficlds we repair 330 


When the bright God of day 
WhilR 1 alone your ſoul poſſeſt 
When 1 was a young 


When Delia on the plain appears 


Why will Florella, when I gaze 


When you cenſure the age 

What gudgeons are we men 

What woman cou'd do, I have try'd to be free 
When gay Philander fell a prize 

With ev'ry grace young Strephon choſe | 

We have no idle pratting 


V. 


Virgins are like the bar Bower in its ale af 
Virgins, if &er at laſt it prove 431 
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Te powers! was Dann then ſo bleſt 10 
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Ye Gods! was Srrepban'g, picture ble& 


Ye gales that gently wave the ſea 
Ye watchful guardians of the fair 


Ye ſhepherds and nymphs that adorn the Bay plain 15 


Loung Philauder woo'd me lang 


Ve blycheſt lads and laſſes gay 


Verne Corydon and Phillis 


Ye beaux of pleaſure 


Yes I could love, if I could find 
You may to complain 
Ye virgin defend my heart 


You that love mirth, attend to my * 
Ves, all the world will — 
Te highlands and ye lawlands 


: Young Roger came tapping. 


Young Reger of the mill 


_ Young virgins love pleaſure | 


You meaner beauties of the 


Ye nymphs and filvan gods 


Youth's the ſeaſon made for j joys 


W 


15 


T H E 


TEA-TABLE 


MISCELLANY: 


PART I. 
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Bonny CHrisTyY. 


O W ſweetly ſmells the Simmer green! 
Sweet taſte the peack and cherry; 
Painting and order pleaſe our een, 
And claret makes us merry: 


But fineſt colours, fruits and flow'rs, 


And wine, tho” | be thirſty, 


Laſe a' their charms and weaker powers, 


Compar'd with thoſe of Chriſty. 


| When wand”ring o'er the flow" ry park, 


No nat'ral beauty wanting, 
How lightſome is't 66 hams the lark, 
And birds in concert, chanting ? 
But if my Chriſy tanes her voice, 
I'm rapt in admiration ; 


My thoughts with extaſies rejoice, 


And drap the hale creation. 


Whene'er ſhe ſmiles a kindly glance, 
I take the happy omen, 


And afren mint to make advance, 


H ping ſhell prove a woman: 


But, dubi us of my ain deſert, 


My ſentiments I ſmother; 
With ſecret fighs 1 vex my heart, 
For fear the love another. 
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Thus ſang blate Ze by a burn, 
_ His Cbriſy did o*erhear him; 
She doughtna let her lover mourn, 
But er he wiſt drew near him. 

She ſpake her favour with a look, 

Which left nae room to doubt her:; 

He wiſely this white minute took, 
And Hang his arms about her. 


My (riß vitneſs bonny ſtream, 
Sic joys frae tears ariſing, 
I wiſh this may na be a dream; 

O love the mailt ſurpriſing 
Time was too precious now . 
I This point of a' his withes 

He wadna with ſet ſpeeches bauk, | 
But war war'd it a * 1 . 


eee es chauh ade 


The Buſh aboon TRAAdUAIX. 


TEAR me, ye nymphs, and every ſwain, 
I'm tell how 1 egg grieves me, : 
Tho? thus 1 languiſh, thus complain, 
Alas! ſhe ne ler believes me. e 
My vows and ſighs. like ſilent air, 
Unheeded never move her; 
At the bonny buſh aboon Traguair, 
Twas there 1 ſirſt did 2 


| That day ſhe ſmil*d, and made me glad, 
No maid ſeem'd ever kinder; 
I thought myſelf che luckieſt lad, 
So — there to find her. 
I tri'd to footh my am'rous flame, 
ln words that | thought tender: 
If more there paſs'd. I'm not to blame, 
I meant not 5 her. 
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Yet now ſhe ſcornful flees the plain, 
The fields we then frequented ; 
If e'er we meet ſhe ſhews diſdain, 

She looks as ne'er acquainted. 
The bonny buſh bloom'd fair in May, 
Its ſweets I'll ay remember, 
But now her frowns make it decay, 
It fades as in December. 


Ye rural powers, who . my ſtrains, 
Why thus thould Peggy grieve me ? 
Oh ! make ber partner in my pains, 
Then let her {miles relieve me. 
If not, my love will turn deſpair, 
My paſſion no more tender. 
II leave the buſh aboon Traguair, Os 
To lonely wilds Pil wander. . 
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An ODE. 


Tune, Potwartl on the Green, | 


H © beauty, like the roſe, 
That ſmiles on P:h»art) Green, 
In various colours ſhows, 
As *tis by tancy ſeen: 
Yet all its diff'rent glories ly, 
United in thy face, 
And virtue, like the ſun on hich, 
| Gives rays to ev'ry grace. 


So charming is her air, 

So ſmooth, ſo calm her mind, 
That to ſome angels care 
Each motion ſecms aſhgn'd : 

But yet ſo chearful, ſprightly, gay, 
The joyful moments fly, 

As if ſor wings they ole the ay 
She darteth from her eye. 
Vor. 1. 8 
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Rind am'rous Cupidi, while 
With tuneſul voice the ſings, 

Periume her breath and ſmile, 
And wave their balmy wings : 


But as the tender bluſhes riſe, 


Soft mnocence Goth warm, 


The ſoul in bliſsful extaſies 


Difſolveth in the charm. 


ena snabs vent 
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+ HAT beauties does Fier Ale! 


How ſweet are her {miles upon Tue E 
Yet Mary's ſtill ſweeter than thoſe ; 


Both nature and fancy exceed. 
Nor daiſy, nor ſweet bbyſhing roſe, 
Not all the gay flow'rs of the field, 


Not Tweed gliding-gently through thoſe, 


Such beauty and pleaſure does yield. 


The warblers are heard in the grove, 
The linnet, the lark, and the thruſh, 


The blackbird, and ſweet: cooing dove, 


With muſic enchant ev*ry buſh 


Coe, let us go forth to the mead, 


Let us fee how the primroſes ſpring, 
We'll lodge in ſome village on Tweed, 
And love while the feather'd folks ſing. 


How does my love paſs the long day? 
Does Mar; not *tend a few theep ? 
Do they never carcleſsly tray, 
While happily ſhe lies aſleep? 
7 wecd”s murmurs theuld ljull her to reſt; 
Kind nature indulging my bliſs, 
To relieve the ſoſt pains of my 


jd teal an ambroſial kiſs. 
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Tis ſhe does the virgins excell, 

No beauty with her may compare, 
Lovc's graces all round her do dwell, 

She's faireſt, vhere thouſ.mds are fair. 
Say, charmer, where do thy flocks (tray ? 

Oh!] tell me at noon where they feed ; 
Shall I ſzek them on ſweet winding Tay, 
Or the pleaſanter banks ot the Tae? 


STGSUODTOUCDSECH 


Tune, Mast my heart that we fauld ſunder. 


IS Hamilla then my own? 
L Ol the dear, the charming treaſure ! 
Fortune now in vain ſhall frown ; 
All my future life is pleaſure. 
See how rich with youthful grace, 
Beauty warms her ev'ry feature; 
Smiling heaven is in her face, 
All is gay, and all is nature. 
See what mingling charms ariſe, 
Roſy ſmiles, and kindling bluſhes ; 
Love fits lavghing in her eyes, 
And betrays her ſecret wiſhes. 


Haſte then from th* Idalian grove, 

Infant ſmiles, and ſports, and graces; 
Spread the downy couch for love, 
And lull us in your ſweet embraces. 

Softeſt raptures, pure from noiſe, 

Ihis fair happy night ſurround us; 

While a thouſand ſprightly joys 

Silent flutter all * us. 
* 


N 
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Thus unſowr'd with care or ſtrife, 
Heaven ſtill guard this deareſt blefling ! 


While we tread the path of lie, 
Loving ſtill, and ſtill poſſeſſing. 
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L* be jovial, en our olaſſes, 

Madneſs *tis for us to think, 
How the world is rul'd by aſſes, 
And the wiſe are _ by chink. 
Fa, la, ra, bes. 


Then never let vain cares gre x us, 
Riches are to them a ſnare, 
We're ev'ry one as rich as Cre/us, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 
Fa, la, ra, Kc. | | 


Wine will make us as el as roſes, 
And our ſorrows quite forget : 
Come let ns fuddle all our noſes, 
Drink ovrſelves quite out = debt. - 
Fa, la, ri, &c. | 


Vebhen grim death is locking for us, 
* e are toping at our bowls, 
get hus joining in * chorus: 
Death, be gone! here's none but ſouls. 
Fa, lu, ra, &. 
God like Pacchus thus commanding, 
Trembliag death away ſhall fly, 
Ever after underſtanding, | 
Drinking ſouls can never Gs 
5M la, ras K . 
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MUu1iRLAND WILLIE. 


T ARKEN and I will tell you how 
Young Muirland Millie came to woo, 
Tho? he could neither ſay nor do; 
The truth I tell to you. 
But ay he cries, whate'er betide, 
Maggy, I'ſe hae her & to be mp bride, 
With a fal, dal, Sic. 


On his gray yad as he did ride, 
Wich durk and piſtol by his ſide, 
He prick'd her on wi” meikle pride, 
Wi' meikle mirth and glee. 
Out co'er yon moſs, out o'er yon muir, 
Till he came to her dady's door, 
With a fal, dal, &c.. . 


| Geodman, quoth he, be ad. 

I'm come your doughter's love to win, 

I care na for making meikle din, 

What anſwer gre ye me? 

Now, ; wOOer, quoth he, won'd ye light down, 
Ill g'e ye my — love to n. 

With a fal, dal, &c 


Now, wooer, fin ye are lighted down, 
Where do you win, or in what town 

I think my doughter winna gloom, 

On fic a lad as ye. 

The wooer he ſtep'd up the houſe, 

And wow but he was wond'rous croulſe, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 

I have three owſen in a plough, - 

Twa good ga'en yads, and gear exoughy — 
The place they ca? it Cadeneugh ; 

_ Earn to tell a lie: 
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N Pefides, I had frae the great laird, 
A pear- pat, and a lang kail-yard, 
With © fal, dal, &c. 


The maid put on her kirtle brown, 
She was the braweſt in a' the town; 
I wat on him ihe did na gloom, 

But blinkit bonnilie. 
The lover he Rended up in haſte, 
2 gript her hard about the — 
Vith a fal, dab, ae. 


To win your love, maid, I'm come here, 
Jen young, and hae enough o' gear; 

And for my ſell you need na fear, 

Troth try me whan ye like. . 
Ie took aff his bonnet, and ſpat in his chor, 
Jle dighted his gab, and he pri'd her mou”, 
W:1h a fal, dal, &c. 


The maiden bluſi d and bing d ſu hw 
She had na will to ſay him na, 
| Put to ker dady ſhe left it a-, 
As they twa cou'd agree. 
The lover he ga'e her the tither kiſs, 
Sync ran to her any. 2nd tel'd him this, 
ibis a fal, dal, &c. 


Tour donghter wad na ay me na, 
Nut to your ſell ſhe has left it a., 

As we cou'd *gree between us twa ; 

Say what'll ye gre me wr her ? 

Now, wooer, quo? he, Lha'e na meikle, . 

But fic's I ha'e ye's get a pickle, 

Meth a fal, dal, &c. 


A kilafa of corn III gi' e. to > thee, 
Three ſoums of ſheep, twa good milk ky; 
'Ye's ha'e the wadding dinner free; 


T roth 1 dow do no mair. 
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Content, quo? he, a bargain be't. 
I'm far ſrae hame, make haſte let's do't, 
With a fal, dal, &c. 


The bridal-day it came to 7 
With mony a blythſome lad and laſs; 
But ſicken a day there never was, 

Sic mitth was never ſeen. 
This winſome couple ſtraked hands, 
MNeſs 7:4» tx'd up the marriage bands, 

With a ful, dal, &c. 


And our bride's maidens were na ſcw. 
Wi' tap-knots, lug-knots, a' in blew, 
Frae tap to tac they were braw new, 
| And blinkit bonnilie. 

Their thys and mutches were ſae c):a11, 
They glanced in our ladſes' cen, 
Wien a ful, dul, &c. | 


Sic hirdum, dirdum, and ſic din, 


Wi he o'er her, and ſas o'er him, 


The minſtrels they did never blin, 

Wi? meikle mirth and glee. 
And ay they bobit, and ay they beck:, 
And ay their wames together met, 
With a fel, dal, &c. 
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The PRO MI :'D Joy. 


Tune, Carl an the King Come. . 


HEN we meet again, Phely, 
When aue 1:cet again Phely, 
 Roptures will reward our pain, 


And ifs reſult in gain, Phely, 


/ 
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Long the ſport of fortune driv'n, 
To deſpair our thoughts were giv'n, 
Our odds will all be ev*n, Phely, 
== When we meet again Phely, &c. 
1 Now in dreary diſtant groves, 
. | Tho? we moan like turtle- doves, 
1 Suff ring beſt our virtue proves, | 
1 And will enhance our loves, Phely, 
1. Men «ve meet again, Phely, &c. 
| Joy will come in a ſurpriſe, 
= Till its happy hour ariſe; £ 
"8 Temper well your love-ſick ſighs, 
„ For hope becomes the wiſe, Phely. - 
* When awe meet again Phely, on 
Men we meet again Phely, 
Rapture: will reward our pain, | I 


Aud befs refult in gain, Phely. „ 
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To DELIA, on her drawing him to ber 
ö Tune, Blaci-Ey'd Suſan. 


=” powers! was Damon then ſo bleſt, 
| To fall to charming Delia”; ſhare ; 
Delia, the beauteous maid, poſſeſt 
Of all that's ſoft, and all that's fair? 
Here ceaſe thy bounty, O indulgent heav 'n, 
| I aſh no more, for all my wiſh is giv'n. 


I came, and Delia ſmiling ſhow'd, | 
She ſmil'd, and ſhow'd the happy name; 
With riſing joy my heart o'crflow'd, 

I felt and bleſt the new bon - lame. 


s$ © NW CS 11 
Il ſoſte of pleaſures careleſs round her move, 
May all her nights be joy, and days be love. 


She drew the treaſure from her breaſt, 

That breaſt where love and graces play, 

O name beyond expreſſion bleſt ? 

Thus lodg'd with all that's fair and gay. 
Tobe ſo lodg'd! the thought is extaſy, 
Who would not wiſh in paradiſe to ly? 


| "tiers: FFF 
The Farrfrul. SHEPHERD. 
Tune, Auld lang ine. 


HEN flov'ry meadows deck the year, 
And ſporting lambkins play, 
| When ſpangl'd fields renew'd appear, 
And muſic wak'd the day; 
Then did my Che leave her bow'r, 


1 To hear my am'rous lay, 
Warm'd by my love ſhe vow'd no por'r, 
1 Shou'd lead her heart aſtray. 


The warbling quires from ev'ry dong 
Surround our couch in throngs, 
And all their tuneful art beſtow, 
To give us change of ſongs : 
Scenes of delight my ſoul poſſeſs'd, 
I bleſs'd, then hugg'd _ maid ; 
1 rob'd the kiſſes from her breaſt, 
Sweet as a noon-day's ſhade. 
Joy tranſporting never fails 
To fly away as air, „ 
Another ſwain with her prevails 
To be as falſe as fair. 
What can my fatal paſſion care ? 
PU never woo again; 
All her diſdain 1 muſt endure, 
' Adoring hcr in vain. 
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hat pity *tis to hear the boy 

Thus ſighing with his pain; 

' But time and ſcorn may give him joy, 
To hear her ſigh again. 

Ah! fickle CI he, be advil'd, 
Do not thyſelf beguile, 

A ſaithful lover ſhould be priz'd, 
Then cure him with a ſmile. O. 


To Mrs. 8. H. on her taking ſomething 
gies 


Tune, Hallo Ev'n. | 

. 

That beauteous heav'n ere-while ſerene? 
Whence do theſe Rorms and tempeſts low, 
Or what this guſt of paſſion mean ? 
And muſt then — loſe that light, 
Which in thine eyes was wont to ſhine, 
And ly obſcure in endleſs night, 
For each poor filly ſpeech of mine? 


1 Dear child, how can I wrong thy name, 
Since tis acknowledg'd at all hands, 

That could ill tongues abuſe thy fame, 
Thy beauty can make large amends : 

Or if Low proflcty wy 

Thy beauty's pow rful 3 t upbraid, 
Thy virtue well might give the lie, 

Nor call thy beauty to its aid. 


For Verus ev'ry heart t' enſnare, 
With all her charms has deckt thy face, 
And Pallas, with unuſual care, 
| Bids wiſdom heighten ev'ry grace, 

Who can the double pain endure ; 
Or who mult not reſign the field 
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To thee, celeſtial maid, ſecure 
With Cu/i7; bow, and Palla, ſhield ! 


If then to thee ſuch pow'r is given, 
Let not a wretch in torment live, 
But tmile, and learn to copy heaven, 
Since we muſt fin ere it forgive. 
Vet pitying heaven net only does, 
Forgive 11” aſtender and ch' olle ence, 
But even itſelf appeas'd beſtows, . 
As the reward of penitence. W » 


The Broom of Cowdenknows. 


OW blxth ilk morn was I to ſee 
| The ſwain come o'er the hill! 
He ſkipt the burn, and flew to me: 

I met him with good will. 
O the becom, the buy bunny broom, 
The brocn of Cowdenknows z 

7 wiſh 1 were with my dear ſevainy 
With bis pipe ard my exvs. 


I neither wanted ew nor lamb, 
While his flock near me lay: 
He gather'd in my theep at night, 
And chear'd me a' the . ; ; 
© the 2 bravm, &c. | 


He tun'd his pipe and via ſae ſweet, 
The birds ſtood Waning by: | 

 Ev'n the dull catile Rood and gaz'd, 

_ Charm'd with his mow. 

© the brocm, &c. 


While thus we ſpent our time by turns, 
Betwixt our flocks and play ; 

I envy'd not the faireſt dame, 
Tho' ne'er ſac rich and gay. 

© the broom, dc. 7 
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Hard fate that I ſhou'd baniſh'd be, 
Gang heavily and mourn, 
Becauſe I Jov'd the kindeſt fwain 


That ever yet was born. 
O the brecm, Ke. 


He did oblige me ev*ry hour, 
Cou'd I but fanhfu' be? 
He Raw my heart: Cou'd I refuſe 
Whate'er he aſk d of me? 
O the brocm, &c. | 
My doggie, and my little kit 
That held my wee ſoup whey, 
My plaidy, broach, and crooked flick, 
May now ly uſeleſs by, 
© the broom, & c. : 
Adieu, ye Cœaudendnoaus, adieu, 
Farewell a' pleaſures there; 
Ve gods, reſtore me to my ſwain, 
Is a' I crave or care. 
O the broom, the bony borny broom, 
T he bravm of Cowdenknows ; 
T4 wiſh I were with my dear favainy 
With bis pipe and my eau. ES 


sss 


To CHLOE. 


Tune, J wiſh my Love were in a Mire. 
Q Lovely maid ' how Gear's thy pow'r? 


| At once | love, at once adore : 7 
Wich wonder are my thoughts poſſeſt, | 5 
While ſoſteſt love inipires my breaſt. e E 
This tender look, theſe eyes of mine, | 
Conſeſs ther am'rous maker thine ; 
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Theſe eyes with S!rcpion's paſſion play, 
Firſt make Mme love, and then betray. | 


Yes, charming victor, I am thine, 

Poor as it is, this heart of mine 

Was never in another's pow'r, 

Was never pierc'd by love before. 

In thee l've treaſur'd up my joy, 

Thou canſt give bliſs, or bliſs deſtroy: 

And thus I've bound myſelf to love, 

While bliſs or miſery can move. 9 


O ſhould I ne'er poſſeſs thy charms, 
Ne'er meet my comfort in thy arms; 
Were hopes of dear enjoyment gone, 
Still would I lore, love thee alone. 
But, like ſome diſcontented ſhade 
That wanders where its body's laid, 
Mournful I'd roam with hollow glare, 
For ever exil'd from my fair. * 


| 
| 


ATITOTLETIEL TEL TI TITITET TTY 
Ton hearing his Picture <cas in CaLos's 
Breaſt. 
ou Tone, The Feurtzenth of October. 
1 VE gods! was Streph on's picture bleſt 
Wich the fair heaven of Cþ/:-*; breaſt ? 
Move ſofter, thou fond flutt'ring heart, 
'Oh gently throb,—too fierce thou art. 
Tell me, thou brighteſt of thy kind, 
For Strephon was the bliſs deſign'd? 


For Strephon's lake, dear charming maid, 
Didſt thou prefer his wand'ring ſhade ? 


And thou, bleſt ſhade, that ſweetly art 
I.odged ſo near my Class heart, 
For me the tender hour improve, 
And ſoftly tell how dear I lone. 

Vox. I. 1) 


CCF 
Ungrateſul thing ! it ſcorns to hear 
Its wretclied maſter's ardent pray r, 


Ingroſirg all that beauteous heaven, 


That Ce, laviſh maid, has given. 
T cannot blame thce : Were 1 lord 


Ot all the wealth: thoſe breaſts afford, 
I'd be a mile too, nor give 


An aims to keep a god alive. 

Oh ſmile not thus, my lovely fair, 
On theſe cold Ic oks, that liſcieſs are, 
Prize him whoſe boſom glows with fire, 


With eager love and ſoſt deſire. 


Tis true thy charms, O powerful maid, 
To life can bring the ſilent ſhade : | 
Thau canſt ſurpaſs the painter's art, 


And real warmth and flames i impart. 


But oh! it ne'er can love like me, 


I've ever lov'd, and lov'd but thee: 


Then, charmer, grant wy fond requeſt, 


Say thou canſt love, and make me bleſt. 


PP 


a Song for a Serenade. 
Tune, Tie broom of Se 


TEACH me, Chee, how to prove 


My boaſted flame ſincere : 


Tis hard to tell how dear I love, 


And hard to hide my care. 
Sleep in vain diſplays her charms, 
To bribe my ſoul to reſt, 


Vainly ſpreads her ſilken arms, 


Aud courts me to her breait. 


rr 
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Where can $tr-p/5n find repoſe, 
Ii C hie is not there ? 

For ali! no peace his boſom knows, 
When abſent fram the fair. 


What tho! P4e5u from on high 
Wich holds his chearful ray, 


Thine eyes can well his liglit ſupply. 


And give me more than day. L. 


NS OS TS . 


Love is the Cauſe of my Mourning. 


Va murmuring ſtream a fair ſhepherdeſs lay, 
Be fo kind, O ye nymphs, I oft-times heard her 


Tell Strepban I die, if he paſſes this way. (ay „ —— 


And that love is the cauſe of my mourning. 
Falſe ſhepherds, that tell me of beauty and charm, 
Youdeceive me, for Strephor”; cold heart never warms; 


Let bring me this Strephon, let me die in his arms, 


0h Strephon ! the cauſe of ny mourning. 
But firſt, ſaid ſhe, let me go | 
Down to the ſhades below, 
E' er ye let Strepbon know 
That I have lor'd him ſo: 
Then on my pale cheek no bluſhes will ſhow 
That love was the cauſe of my mourning. 


Her eyes were ſcarce cloſed when Strephon came br, 
He 3 ſhe'd been fleeping, and ſoftly drew nigh; 
But finding her breathleſs, oh heavens ! did be cry, 
Az Chlons ! the cauſe of my mourning. 


Reftore me my Chlorit, ye nymphs, uſe your 


art, 
They lighing, reply'd, twas yourſelf ſhot the Cart, 


That wounded the tender young ſhepherdefs” heart, 
Ard kil”d the por Chloris with rrouraing. 


Ah then is Chloris dead, 

Wounded by me! he ſail; 

_ PU follow thee, chaſte maid, 

Down to ihe filent ſhade, | 
2 
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Then on her cold ſnowy breaſt leaning lis head, 
Lx fir e Foor Il with . X. 


Ts Mrs. A. H. . her at a Concert. 


Tune, The - bonnie laſs in a the Warld. 


- OOK where my dear Hamjl//s ſmiles, 
Hamilla] heavenly charmer ; | 

See how with all their arts and wiles 

The Loves and Graces arm her. 
A bluſh dwells glowing on her checks, 

Fair ſeats of youthful pleaſures, — 
There love in ſmiling language ſpeaks, 

There ſpreads his roſy treaſures. 


O faireſt maid, I own thy pow'r, 

I gaze, I ſigh, and languith, 
Yet ever, ever will adore, 

And triumph in my angu'ſh. 
But eaſe, O charmer, eaſe my care, 
And let my torments move thee ; 
As thou art, faireſt of the fair, 

80 1 the deareſt love thee, 3.0 


THE Bonny Scor. 


Tune, The Boat man. 


E gal gales, that gently wave the ſea, 
2 V And pleaſe the canny boat man, 
Bear me ſrae hence, or bring to me 
My brave, my bonny Sc — man: 
In haly bands 


Mie -oin'd our hands, 


* 
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Yet may not this diſcover, 
While parents rate 
A large eſtate, 
Beſore a faithfu' lover. 


But I loor chuſe in Highland glens 
To herd the kid and goat—man, 
E'er I could for ſic little ends 

Refuſe my bonny Scct—man. 
Wae worth the man 
Wha firſt began 
The baſe ungenerous faſhion, 
Frae greedy views 
Love's art to uſe, 


While ſtrangers to its paſſion. 


Frae foreign fields, my lovely youth, 
Haſte to thy longing laſhe, 


Who pants to preſs thy bawmy mouth, . 


And in her boſom hawſe thee. 
Love gies the word, 
Then haſte on board, 
| Fair winds and tent y boat-man, - - 
| Waft o'er, waſt o'er 
Frae yonder ſhore, . 
My blythe, my bonny Scet— man. 


Sconxxrv' Nansv. 


To its own T une. 


TANSY'S to the Green ed gane, 
To hear the Goaudſpint chatt'ring, 


N Willie he has ſollowed her, 


To gain her love by flatUring : 
But a' that he could ſay or do, 
She geck'd and ſcorned at him ; 


And ay when he began to woo. 


She bade him mind wha got irg, 
3 
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What alle ye ut my dad, quath he, 


My minny or my 


With crowdy mowdy they fea me, 


Lang kail and ranty tanty : 

With bannocks of good barley- meal, 
Of thae — right plenty, 
With chapped ſtocks fou butter d well; 

And was na that right dainty? 


Although my father was nae laird, 


Tis dafhn to be vaunty, 


He keepit ay a good kail-yard, 


A ha' houſe and a 


| t pantry : 
A good blue bonnet on his head, 


An owrlay bout his cragy; 


And ay until the day he dy'd, 
IN e ee — 


Now wae and wander on your ſnout, | 


Wad ye hae bonny Nanſ ? 
Wad ye compare.ye'r fell. to me, 
A docken till a tanſie? 

I have a wooer of my ain, 
They ca' him ſouple Sandy, 
And well I wat his bonny mou? 
Is ſweet ke ſugar-candy. 


Wow, Naz/. what needs a' this din? 


Do I not ken this Sandy? 


' I'm ſure the chief of à his kin 


Was Rab the beggar randy : 
His minny Meg upo' her back 
Bare baith him and his billy; 


Will ye compare a naſty pack 


To me your winſome Willie? 


My guicher left a good braid ſword, 
Though it be auld and Ye 


Let ye may tak it on my word, 


tt is bait ſtout and truſty; 


"8 @T KN @& & 
And if I can but get it drawn, 
Which will be right uneaſy, 


1 ſhall lay baith my lugs in pawn, 
That he ſhall get a heezy. 


Then Nanſy turn'd her round about, 
And ſaid, Did Sandy hear ye, 
Ye wadna mils to get a clout, 
I ken he diſna fear ye: 
Sac had ye'r tongue and ſay nae mair, 
Set ſomewhere elſe your fancy 
For as lang's Sandy's bs the fore, 
Ye never ſhall — Nav: fy. 
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SLIGHTED NANs v. 


Tune, The Kirk auad let me be. 
E IS I have ſeven braw new gowns, 
And ither ſeven better to mak, 
And yet for a' my new gowns, 
My wooer has turg*d his back. 
Beſides I have ſeven milk-kye, 
And Sandy he has but three ; 


And yet for a' my good _ 
The ladie winna ha'e 


My dadie's a delver of . 

My mither can card and ſpin, 
And I am a fine fodgel laſs, 

And the ſiller comes linkan in; 
The fillar comes linkan in, | 
And it is fou fair to ſee, 

And fifty times wow! O wow 
What ails the lads at me ? 


——— ——_. — » o 
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When ever our Baty does bark, 

Then faſt to the door 1 rin, 

To fee gin ony young ſpark 
Will light and venture but in: 

1 ane will come in, 


| a ane gaes by 
Gene inten GEKE I rin; 8 
And a weary wight am I. 


When I was at my firſt pray'rs, 
I pray'd but anes i' the year, 
I wiſh'd for a handſome young lad, 
And a lad with muckle gear. 
When I was at my nein pray'rs, 
I pray'd but now and than, 
: I faſh'd na my head about gear, 
If I get a handſome young man. 


Now when I'm at my laſt pray'rs, 


Dom 5282 
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And O! and what'll I do? 
That fic a braw laſſie as F 
Should die for a wooer I trow. | 
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Lucxty Nansy. 


| Tune, Dainty Dary. 
W. fops in ſaft /:aliaz verſe, 
Ilx fair ane's een and breaſt rehearſe, 
e | 
EAR Ti 

But neither darts nor arrows here, 

Venus nor Cupid ſhall appear, 

And yet with theſe fine ſounds I ſwear, 

The maidens ans delighted. . 
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IJ was ay telling you, 

Lucky Nanſy, lucky Nanſy, 
Auld ſprings wad ding the news 
But ye wad never trow Me. 


Nor ſnaw with crimſon will I mix, 
To ſpread upon my lafſie's cheeks ; 
And ſyne th* unmeaning name prefix, 

Miranda, Chix, or Phillis. 
I'll ſetch nae ſimile fra: Jove, 
My height of extaſy to prove, 
Nor ſighing thus - preſent my love 

With roſes eck and likes. 

1 was ay telling you, &c. 


But ſtay,— I had amaiſt forgot 

My miſtreſs and my ſang to boot, 
And that's an unco' faut I wat ; 

| But Nanſy tis nae matter. 

Le ſee Iclink my verſe wi' rhyme, 
And ken ye, that atones the crime; 
Forby, how ſweet my numbers chyme, 

And flide away like water. 

I was ay telling you, &c. 


Now ken, my reverend ſonſy fair, 
"Thy runkled cheeks and lyart hair, 

Thy half ſhut een and hodling air, 
Are a' my paſſion's fe wel. 


Nae ſkyring gowk, my dear, can ſee, 
Or love, or _ or heaven in thee 3 


Yet thou arms anew for me, 
Then ale, a and be na cruel. 
eee me on thy ſ pow, 
Lucty Nanſy, lucky Nanſy, 
Drieſt wed twill eitbeſt lu, 
Aud Nanſy ſac will ze now. 


Troth I have ſung the ſang to you, 
F 
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Hear then my charitable vow, 
Dear venerable Na. 
But if the warld my paſſion wrang. 
And ſay ye only live in ſang, 
Ken I deſpiſe a fland'ring tongue, 
And ling to pleaſe my —_—_ 
| Leeze me on thy, &c. | Q. 


N ECE NN led dll 
A 8COTS AN TATA. 
The Tune after an Italian Manner. 
SIN by Signior Lozenzo Boccur. 


Recirarive 


B= Febnry faintly teld fair Fear his mind: 


Jeary took pleaſure to deny him lang: 
thought her ſcorn came frac her heart unkind, 

Which zun bin in deſpair tne up this Gang 
ed 65 Air. 
O bonny laſſie, ſince *tis ſac, 
That Pm deſpis'd by thee, 
I hue to live, but O I'm wae, 
And unko ſweer to die. 


| Dear Feary, think what dowy hours 
I thole by your diſdain; 


Ab! ſhould a break fac faft as yours, 


Contain a heart of ſtane ? 


OY DP ˙ 


Theſe tender es did a' her pity move, 

With melting heart ſhe liſtenꝰd to the boy; 

O' ercome ſhe ſmil'd, and promis'd him her love: 
He in return thus ſang his riſing joy. 


0FI. 
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Hence ſrae my breaſt, contentious care, 
|  Ye'vetint the power to pine; 


My Jeuny's good, my Jeam's fair, 
And a' her ſweets are mine. 
O ſpread thine arms, and gi'e me 6 
Of dear enchanting bliſs, 
A thouſand joys around thy mouth 
Gr e heaven with ilka kiſs. | 


A „„ 4.4. reer 
Tae ToasT. 


Tune, Sew ye wy PEGGT. 


OM let's ha'e mair wine in, 
Bacchus hates EY, 


#Fenus loves nae dwini 


Let's be blyth and free, _ 


Away with dull, Here d ye, Sir; 
Ve're miſtreſs, Robze, be? 'es her, 
We'll drink her healt 


wi pleaſure, 
— by thns. - 


Then let Peggy warm ye, 


That's a laſs can charm yes 
And to joys alarm ye, 


Sweet is the to me. 5 
Some angel ye wad ca' her, 
And never wiſh ane brawer, 
If ve bare- headed ſaw her 

Kiltet to the knee. 


PEGGT a dainty laſs is, 


Come let's join our glaſſes, 


And refreſh our hauſes 
Wich a health to thee. 
Let coofs their cafh be clinking, 


Be ſtateſimen tint in thinking, 


While we with love and drinking, 


Give OUT cares the lie. 
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 Macie's Tocher. | 


TI" 


To its ain Tur. 


HE meal was dear ſhort ſyne, | 
| We buckl'd us a“ the gither ; 5 i | 
And Magie was in her prime, 1 
When Willie made courtihip till her | 
2 470 charg'd __ 
0 e courting ſhot 
| And fone came ben the lass, | | 
WF Wi ſwats drawn frac the butt. 
F He firſt ſpeer'd at the guidman, 
* And ſyne at Giles the mither, 
; An ye wad gi's a bit land, 
We'd buckle us e'en the gither. 


My doughter ye ſhall hae, 
Tl gr you ber by the band; 


But I'll Part wi' my wiſe, by my fae, 
Or I part wi” my land. 
Your Tocher it l be 
There's nane ſall hae its l. 
The laſs bound in her ſnood, 

And Crummie who kens her ſtake: 
With an auld bedden o' claiths, 
Was left me by my mither, 
They're jet black o'er wi' flaes 
Ye may cudle in them the gither. 


Te ſpeak right well, guidman, 
But ye maun mend your hand, 
And think o' modeſty, 

Gin yell not quat your land: 

We are bnt young, ye ken, 

And now we're gaw'n the gither, 
A houſe is butt and benn, ; 
And Crummic will want her other. | 
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The bairns are coming on. 
| And they'll cry, O their mither ! 
We have nouther pat nor pan, 
But four bare legs thegither. 
Your tocher's be enouph, 
fr RS 
IJ xa good ſtilts to the pleugh, 
And ye your ſell maun ficer : 
Ye ſhall hae twa good pocks 
That anes were o' the tweel, 
The tane to had the grots, 
The ither to had the meal: 
With ane auld kiſt made of wands, 
And that ſall be your coffer, 
Wi' aiken woody bands, 
And that may had your tocher. 
We hae but borrow'd gear, 
The horſe that I ride on | 
Is Sand) Wilſon's mare: 
The ſadle's nane of my ain, 
An' thas's but borrow'd boots, 
And han that I gae hame, 
I mann take to my coots: 
| The cloak is Geordy Wat?'s, 
| That gars me look ſac crouſe; 
| Come fill us a cogne of ſwats. 
We'll make na mair toom rule. 


Llike you well, young lad, 

For telling me ſae plain, 

I married when lictle I had, 

O gear that was my ain. 

Bat fin that things are ſae, 

The bride ſhe mann come ſurth, 

Tho' a' the gear ſhe'll hae, 

It'll be but little worth. 
. * 15 
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A bargain it mann be, 

J'y cry on Ci et the mither: 

Content am I. quo' ſhe, 

E'en gar the hiſſie come hither. 

The bride ſhe gade till ner bed. 
The bridegroom he came till her; 

The fidier crap in at the fit, 


An' they cudi'd it a' thegicher. 2. 
eden eee eee 
. 


| hin, Bunt over the Burn, feet Berry. 


EAVE kindred and friends, fweet Betty, 
| Leave kindred and friends for me : 
Aſſur' d thy ſervant is ſteddy 

To love, to honour, and thee. 
The gifts of nature and fortune 
May fly by chance as they came ; 
They're grounds the deſtinies ſport en, 

But virtue is ever the ſame. 


Alho' my fancy were roving, 
Thy charms fo heavenly appear, 
That other beamies diſproving, 
I'd worſhip thine only, my dear. 
And ſhou'd life's ſorrows embitter, 
The pleafure we prome'd our loves, 
To ſhare them together is fitter, 
Than moan afunder, like doves. 


Oh! were I but nnee fo bleſſed. 

To grafp my love in my arms! 
I thee to be graſp'd and kiſſed, 
And hve on thy heaven of charms ? 

I'd laugh at fortuneꝰs caprices. 

Shou'd fortune capricious prove; 

Thy? death ſhon'd tear me to pieces, 

Ed die a martyr to love. 
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Tone, The bonny grey- cy Mornirg. 


EIL ESTIAL muſes, tune your lyres, 
Grace all my raptures with your ius, 
Charming, enchanting Kate in{vire-, 
In loſty ſounds her beauties prall. 


How uuicligning ſhe diſplays 
Such ſcenes as raviſh with delight; 
Tho? brighter than meridian ray ., 


They Cazzie not, but pleaſe the i1ght. 


Blind god, give this, this oniy datt, 
I neither will nor can 
I would but cently touch her heart, 
And try for once if that cou'd charm. 
Co, Venus, uſe your fav'rite wile, 
As ſhe is beauteous, make her kind, 
Let all your graces round her ſmile 
And ſooth her till I comſort find. 


Nee I'm o'erpaid, 


my anxious cares remov'd, 


In moving notes Pll tell the maid. 
With what pure laſti 


flames I lov'd. 
Thea ſhall alternate life and death, 

My raviſh'd flutt'ring ſoul poſſeſs, 

The ſoſteſt teadꝰreſt things 1'!] breath, 


Betwirxt each am' rous fond careſs. O. 


a$<p44-<$ <$-<$-<$-<p * „„ 
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Tune, The Broom / Cowdenknows. 
UBJECTED to che pow'r of love, 
By Ne, reſiſtleis charms, 
The fancy fixt no more can rore, 


Or fly oſt love's alarms. 5 
— 2 | 


Gay Damon had the fkill to ſhun 
All traps by Cupid laid, 

Until his freedom was undone” 
By Nell the conquering maid. 


Put who can ſtand the force of love, 
When ſhe reſolves to kill ? 


Tler ſparkling eyes love's arrows prove, 


And wound uz with our will. 


0 happy Damon, happy fair, 


What Cupid has begun, 
May faichful Hymen 1 care 3 
10 ſee it fairly done. Fa”. 
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S S N 0. 
Tune, Logan Water. 


b binnuleo me fimilis, Cblie. 


ELL me, Hamilla. tell me why | 
Thou doſt from him that loves thee run? 
Why from his ſoft embraces fly, 
And all his kind endearments ſhun ? 


So flies the ſawn, with fear oppreſ-'d, 
Sceking its mother ev'ry where, 


It ſtarts at ev'ry empty blaſt, 


And trembles when no danger's near. 


And yet I keep thee but in view, 
To gaze the glories of thy face, 


Not with a hateful Rep purſue, 


As age to ritle every grace. 


Ceaſe then, dear wildneſs, ceaſe to toy, 
Nut haſte all rivals to outſhine, i 
And grown mature and ripe for joy, 


Leave mana"; arms, and come to mine. W. 
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A South-Sea Song. 


Tune, For ow” lang Liding lere. 


HEN we came to London town, 2 

| We dream'd of gowd in gowpens here, 
And rantinly ran up and down, 
In riſing ſtocks to buy a ſkair:, 

We dafily thought to row m rowth, 
— for our daffin paid ri ight dear; 
The lave will fare the war in trouth, / 
For our lang biding here. 


But when we find our purſes toom, 

And dainty ſtocks began to fa', 
We hang our lugs, and wi' a gloom 
Girn'd at Rockjebbing ane and 4 
If ye gang near the Scuth- Sea houſe, 
The whillywha's will grip your gear, 

Syne a' the lave will fare the war, 
e biding here. 


Hap me with thy Petticoat. 


O BELL, thy looks have kill'd my heart, 
I paſs the day in pain, 
When night returns I feel the ſmart, 
And with for thee in vain, 
I'm ſtarving in cold, while thou art warm 


Have pity and incline, 
And grant me for a hap that charm- 


ing petticoat of thine. 
My raviſn'd fancy in amaze, 
Still wanders o'er thy charms, 
Deluſive dreams ten thouſand Ways, 
Purket 280 to my arms. 
3 


— 


But waking think what I endure, 


J2 s O N Ss 


While cruel you decline 
Thoſe pleaſures, which can only cure 
This panting breaſt of mine. 


Lfaint, I fail, and wildly rove, 


Becauſe you ſtill deny 


be juſt reward that's due to love, 


Aud let true paſſion die. 
Oh! turn and let compaſſion ſeize 
That lovely breaſt of thine ; 


Thy petticoat could give me eaſe, 


It thou and it were mine. 


Sure heaven has fitted for. 
That beauteous form of thine, 


And thou'rt too good its law to flight, ; 


By hind'rin ring the deſign. 
May all the pow'rs of love agree, 
At length to make thee mine, 
Or looſe my chains, and ſet me free 

From ev'ry charm of thine. 
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Tune,—Chami ma clatile, ne duce Kar mi. 


bye innocent paſtime our pleaſure did crown, 
Upon a green meadow, or under a tree, 


E'er Annie became a fine lady in town, 


How lovely and loving and bonny was ſhe ? 


| Ronze up thy reaſon my beautifu* Annie, 


Let ne*er a new whim ding thy fancy a jee— 


oO as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and canny, 


Aud favour thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 


- 2 „ i. 
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Ddes the death of a lintwhite give Arnie the ſpleen ? 


Can tyning of trifles be uneaſy to thee ? 
Can lap-dogs and monkies draw tears frac theſe een, 


Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu* Annie, 


And dinna prefer a paroquet to me ; 
O! as thou art bonny, be prudent and cany, 
And think on thy Jainie wha doats upon thee. 


| Ah! ſhoulda new manto or Flanders lace head, 


Or yet a wee cottie, though never ſae fine, 
Gar thee grow forgetſu', and let his heart bleed, 
That anes had ſome hope of purchaling thine ? 


Nouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 


And dinna prefer your fleegaries to me; 


O! as thou art bonny, be ſolid and cany, 


And tent a true lover wha doats upon thee, 


Shall a Paris edition of new-fangle Sany, 


gh gilt o'er wi' laces and fringes he be, 

By adoring himſelf, be admir'd by fair Aunic, 
And aim at theſe beniſons promis'd to me? 

Rouze up thy reaſon, my beautifu” Annie, 
And never prefer a light dancer to me; 


O! as thou art bonny, be conſtant and cany, 


Love only thy Jamie wha doats upon thee. 
O! think, my dear charmer, on ilka ſweet hour, 
That ſlade away ſaftly between thee and me, 


E' er ſquirrels, or beaus, or ſopp'ry had power 


To rival my love and impoſe upon thee. 


Rouſe up thy reaſon, my beautifu? Annie, 


And let thy deſires be a* center'd in me; 
O! as thou art bonny, be faithfu' and cany, 
And loye him wia's langing to centre in thee. 


Haſte ye, gang to the ground of your trunkies, 
Conſider in time, if leading of monkies 
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The BoB F Duus LANE. 


„ ASSIE, lend me your braw hemp heckle; 
And I'll lend you my thripling kame; 


For fainneſs, deary, I'll gar ye keckle, 
If ye'll go dance the Bcb of Dumblane. 


Buſk ye braw and dinna think ſhame ; 
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Be better than dancing the Bob of Dumb lane. 


Be frank, my laſſie, leſt I grow fickle, 


And take my word and offer again, 


'  Syne ye may chance to repent it mickle, ng 


Ye did nae accept of the Bob Dumllane. 

The dinner, the piper, and prieſt ſhall be ready, 
And I'm grown dowy with lying my lane, 

Away then, leave baith minny and dady, 
And try with me the Bob of Dumblane. 


SonxG, Complaining of Abſence. 


H Chl ! thou treaſure, thou joy of my breaſt, 
Since I parted from thee, I'm a ſtranger to reſi, 
I fly to the there to languiſh and mourn, 
There ſi 12 charmer, and long to return, 
"The fields all around me are finiling and gay,. 


But they fmile all in vain—my Chloe's a-way: 


The field and the grove can afford me no eaſe,. 
But bring me my Chloe, 2 deſart will pleaſe. 

No virgin I fee that my boſom alarms, 

I'm cold to the faireſt, — glowing with charms, 
In vain they attack me, and ſparkle the eye; 


Theſe are not the looks of my Chloe, I cry. | 


wit: Jia. ll 
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Theſe looks where bright love, Ike the ſun, ſits en- 
thron'd, 
And ſmiling diffuſes his influence round, 
"Twas thus I firſt view'd thee, my charmer, amaz'd, 
Thus gaz'd thee with wonder, and lov'd while 1 gaz'd. 


Then, then the dear ſair one was ill in my ſight, 


It was pleaſure all day, it was rapture all night ; 


But now by hard fortunsremov'd from my ſair, 
In ſecret I languiſh, a prey to deſpair, 


But abſence and torment abate not my flame, 


My Clbe's ſtill charming, my paſſion the fame ; 
O! would ſhe preſerve me a place in her breaſt, 


WWW 


Tune, 1 gd my Fancy on ber. 
B Cynthia's power divinely great. 


What heart is not obeying ? 


A thouſand Cupid' on her wait, 


And in her eyes are playing. 


She ſeems the queen of love to reign ; 


For ſhe alone diſpenſes 5 
Such ſweets as beſt can entertain 
The guſt of all the ſenſes. | 


Her face a charming proſpect brings. 


| Het breath gives balmy bliſſes; 


J hear an 3 when ſhe ſings, 
And taſte of heaven in kiſſes. 
Four ſenſes thus ſhe feaſts with joy, 
From nature's richeſt treaſure : 


Let me the other ſenſe cmploy, 


And I ſhall dic with pleaſure. 1 


1 
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Tune, I li a benny Lady. 


ELL me, tell me, charming creature, 


Will you never eaſe my pain? 

Maſt I die tor ev'ry feature ? 

Muſt I always love in vain? 

The deſire of admiration IS 

ls the pleaſure you purſue; 

Pray thee, try a laſting paſſion, 4.0 
Such a love as mine for you. 


Tears and ſighing could not move 1 3 
For a lover 5 to dare: 
When I plainly told I lov'd you, 
Then you ſaid I went too far. 
Are ſuch giddy ways i * 
Will my dear be fickle ſtill? 
Conquelt is the joy of women, 
Let their flaves be what they will. 


Your negle& with torment fills me. 
And my deſp'rate thoughts increaſe ; 
| Pray, conſider, if you kill me, 

You will have a lover leſs. 

If your wand'ring heart is beating 
For new lovers let it be: 

But whea you have done — 
3 and fix oa me. 


The REPLY. 


T* N vain, fond yauth ; thy tears give o'er ; 
What more, alas! can Flavia do? 
Thy truth I own, thy fate deplore : 
All are not happy that are true, < 
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Zuppreſs thoſe ſighs, and weep no more 2 
Should heaven and earth with thee combine, 
*T'were all in vain, ſince any power. 
To crown thy love, mult alter mine. 


Tut if revenge can eaſe thy pain, 
I'll footh the ills 1 cannot cure, 


Tell that I drag a hopeleſs cha 1, 


And all that I infli& endure. K. 
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The.roſe in Yarrow. 
5 Tune, Mary Scut- 
a WAs ae and the day was bar. 


Reſolv'd a while to fly from care, 
Beguiling thought, forgetting ſorrow, 


1 wander'd o' er the braes of Jarrow : 
Till then deſpiſing beauty's power, 


I kept my heart, my own ſecure; 


Bat Cupid”; art did there deceive me, 
And Mary's charms do now enſlave me. 


Will cruel love no bribe receive? 
No ranſom take for Marys ſlave? 
Her frowns of reſt and hope deprive me; 
Her lovely ſmiles like light revive me. 
No bondage may with mine compare, 
Since firſt I ſaw this charming fair: 
This beauteons flower, this roſe of 7 arrow. 
In nature's gardens has no marrow. 


Had I of heaven but one requeſt, 


I'd aſk to ly in Mary's breaſt; 
There would I hve or die with pleaſure, 
Nor ſpare this world one moment's leiſure ; 


Deſpiſing kings and all that's preat, 
I {mille at courts and courtiers fate; 
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My joy complete on ſuch a marrow, 
I'd dwell with her and live on Yarrow. 


But tho! ſach bliſs I ne'er ſhould gain, 
Contentedl ſtill I'll wear my chain, 

In hopes my ſaithful heart may move her; 

For leaving life I'll always love her. 

What doubts diſtract a lover's mind ? 

| That breaſt. all ſoftneſs, muſt prove kind; 
And ſhe ſhall yet become my marrow, 
The lovely beauteous roſe of 7arrow. G. 


The Fair PENITENT. 


Lovely laſs to a friar came 
E To confeſs in a morning early, 
In what, my dear, art thou to blame ? 
Tonne own it all fincerety. 
I've done, Sir, what I dare not name, 
With a lad that loves me dearly. 


The greateſt fault in myſelf I know, 
Is what I now diſcover. 

Ther: you to Rome for that muſt go, 
There diſcipline to ſafer. 

Lake a day, Sir! if it muſt be fo, 
Pray with me ſend my lover. 


No, no, my dear you do but dream, 
Wl have vn tenble dealing ; 7 
But if with me you'll repeat the ſame - 
Pl! pardon your paſft failing. 
I manila, the, the* The far fhnme, 


we That your pennance is prevailing. do 


a —— I IONS 


* | 


j 
| 


| In all my foul there's not one place 
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The laſt time I came o'er the Moor. 


HE laſt time I came o'er the moor, 
I left my love behind me, 


Te powers! what pain do I endure, 


When ſoft ideas mind me? 
Soon as the ruddy morn diſplay'd 
The beaming day enſuing, 


1 met betimes my lovely maid, 


In fit retreats for wooing. 


| Beneath the cooling ſhade we lay, 


Gazing and chaſtely ſporting ; 
We kiſs d and promis'd time away, 
= _ {pread her black curtain, 
beneath the ſkies, 
* 'n kings when ſhe was nigh me ; 


In raptures I beheld her eyes, 


Which could bat ding vo. 


Shou'd I be call'd where cannons roar, 


Where mortal ſteel 1 


Where dangers may — me: 
Yer hopes again to ſee my love, 
| To feaſt on glowing kiſſes, 


Shall make my cares at diſtance move, 


In proſpe& of ſuch bliſſes. 


a” 


To let a rival enter: 
Since ſh2 excels in every grace, 
In her my love ſhall center. 
Sooner the ſeas ſhall ceaſe to flow, 
Their waves the Alps; ſhall cover, 
On Gr-en/ard ice ſhall roſes grow, 
Before I ceaſc co love her. 
Vor. I. 
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The next time I go o'er the moor 


Che ſhall a lover find me: 


And that my faith is firm and pure, 


Tho' 1 leſt her behind me; | 

Then Hymtu's ſacred bonds ſhall chain 
My heart to her fair boſom, 

There, while my being does remain, 


* love more freſh {hall bloſſom. 


$+++$9+$+4+$0++$4+*+$$ 
The laſs of Fariz' 8 Mu 
HE laſs of Paris“, 22 


| So bonny, blyth and gays 
In ſpite of all my kill, 


 Hath ſtole my heart away. 


When tedding of the hay 
Bare-headed on the green, 
Love midſt her locks did play, 


And wanton'd in her een. 


Her arms, white, round and ſmooth, 
Breaſts riſing in their dawn, 


5 To age it would give youth, 


To preſs chem wk bis hand. 
Thro' all my ſpirits ran 
An extaſy of bliſs, 


When ! fach ſweetneſs fand 
Wrapt in a balmy kits. 


Without the help of art, 
Like flowers which grace the wild, 


She did her ſweets im 


Whene'cr ſhe ſpoke or ſmil'd. 
Her locks they were ſo mild, 
Free from af:&ed pride, 


She me to love beguil'd, 


1 wüh'd her for my bride 
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0 had T all that wealth 
Haptous bigh mountains lil, 
Inſur' d long liſe and health, 
And pleaſures at my will; 

I'd promiſe and fufil, 

That none but bonny ſhe, 

The laſs of Pati*'s mill, 

Shou'd ſhare the ſame wi' me. 
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GREEN SLEEVES. 


** watchful guardians of the fair, 
Who ſ{kiff on wings of ambient air, 
Of my dear Delia take a care, 
: And repreſent her lover 
With all the gaiety of youth, = 
With honour, juſtice, love and truth: 
Till L return, her paſſions ſooth, 
| For me in whiſpers move her. 


Be careſul no baſe fordid ſlave, 
With foul ſunk in a golden grave, 8 
Who knows no virtue but to ſave, So 
With glaring gold bewitch her. 
Tell her, for me ſhe was deſi gn'd, 
For me, who know how to be . 
And have mair plenty in my mind, 
Than one who's ten times riche:. 
Let all the world turn upſide down, 
And ſools run an eternal round, 
In queſt of what can ne'er be found, 
To pleaſe their vain ambition. 
Let little minds great charms eſpy, 
In ſhadows which at diſtance ly, 
Whoſe hop'd for pleaſure, when come ni inks 
Prove _ in fruition. 51 
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But caſt into a mold divine, 

Fair Delia does with luſtre ſhine, 

Her virtuous ſoul's an ample mine, 
Which yields a conſtant treaſu;=, 

Let poets in ſublimeſ lays, 

Fmploy their {kill her fame to rail. ; 

Tt ſons of mntic paſs whole days, 

With well-tuu'd reeds to pleaſe her. 
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The Tr elloto- hair d Laddie. 


1 N Ar i, when primroſes paint the ſweet * "mp 
And ſummer approaching rejviceth the ſwain ; . 
"the Te! hair'd Laddie would often times go 


To wilds and deepylens wherethehawthorntrees grow. 


There, under the ſhade of an old ſacred thorn, . 
Wich freedom he ſung his loves ev ning and morn ; 
He tang with ſo ſaft ard inchanting a ſound, 

That Si vans and Fairies unſeen danc'd around. 


The ſhepherd thus ſung, Tho' young M. qa be fair, 


Ther beauty is daſh'd with a ſcorufu' proud air; 
1:ut Syfe was handſome, and ſweetly could ſing, 
Iler breach like che breezes perfum'd in the ſpring. 


That Malie in all che gay bloom of her youth, 


Like the moon was inconſtant, and never ſpoke truth: 


zut Sie was faithful, good humour'd and free, 
And flir as the Goddeis who ſprung from the ſea. 


That mama's fine daughter with all her great dou r. 


Was aukwardly airy, and frequently fowr : 
Then, ſighing, he wiſhed, would parents agree, 
The witty ſweet 8. fer Eis millref might be. 
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NANNY—0. 


. HIL E ſome for pleaſure pawn their health, 
*T wixt Lai, and the Bago, | 

I'll fave myſelf, and wichout Realth, 
Kiſs and careſs my Nanny—Q. 

She bids more fair engage a cue 
Than Leda did or Danae—DO. 
Were 1 to paint the queen of love, 
None elſe ſhould fit but Nanrz—O. 


Ho joyfully my ſpirits riſe, -- | 
When dancing ſhe moves finely— O0, 
I gueſs what heaven is by her eyes, 
Which ſparkle ſo divinely—- O0. 
| Attend my vow, ye gods, while 1 
Breathe in the bleſt Brilannia, 
None's happineſs: I ſhall envy, 
As long's ye grant'me Nany—O. ' 
CHORUS. 
My benny, Bonny Nanny —O, - 
I care not thouph the world know 


Bownny JEAN. 


OVE'S Goddeſs in a myrtle grove, 
Said, Cupid; bend thy bow with ſpeed 
2 

or Feany's haughty heart muſt bleed. 

The ſmiling boy, with divine art, 


- From Paphos ſhot an arrow keen, 


Which flew, unerring, to the heart, 
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No more the nymph, with havghty air, 

Refuſes iii kind Amen; 

Her yielding bluſhes ſhew no care, 

But too much fondneſs to fi 

No more the youth is ſullen now, 

But looks the gayeſt on the green, 

While every day he ſpies ſome new 
Surpriſing charms in bonny Jear:. 


A thouſand tranſports crowd his — 
Je moves as light. as fleeting wind, 
IIis — fob ſeem a jeſt, 
New when his Jeary is — kind: 
Riches he looks on with diſdain, 
The glorious fields of war look mean; 
The chearful hound and horn give pain, 
If abſent from his bonny Jean. 


The day he ſpends in am'rous gaze, 
Which even in ſummer ſhorten'd ſeems * 
When funk in downs, with glad amaze, 

He wynders at her in his dreams. 
All charms diſclos'd, ſhe looks more bright- 
Than Troy's prize, the Spartan queen, 
2 breaking day, he lifts his fight, 

pants be with bonny Fran 


Throw the Wood Laddie 


1 why leaves thou thy Nelly to mourn? 


Thy preſence cou'd caſe me, 
When naething can pleaſe me : 
Nou dowie I figh on the banks of the burn, 
Or throw the wood, laddie, until thou return. 


8eme as as 83 


Her looks were like Aurora 
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Tho woods now are bonny, and moraings are clear, 
While lav'rocks are ſinging, 


And primroſes ſpringing ; 
Yet nane of them pleaſes my eye or my ear, 


When throw the wood, laddie, ye Uinna appear: E 
That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare not to tell: 


I'm faſn'd wi' their ſcorning. 
Baith evening and morning: 
Their jeering aft to my heart wi' a knell, | 
When throw the wood, laddie, 1 wander my ſell, 
Then Ray, my dear Sandy, nae * _ 
But quick as an arrow, 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


Wha's living in langour, till that happy day, 
When throw the wood, laddie, we'll dance, — 2 


An 


Down the Burn Daviz. 


YAY BEN res did bud, and fields were green, 
And broom bloom'd fair to fee; 
When Mary was complete fifteen, 


And how laugh'd in her eye: 


Blyth Davy blinks her heart did move 
To ſpeak her mind thus free, 8 


Gang down the burn, Davie, love, 


And I hall fellow thee. 


Now Daviz did each lad furpaſs, 
That dwelt on this burn fide, 

And Mary was the bonnieſt laſs, 
bull moe to be = hide, 


Her cheeks were rofie, red and whitc, 


Her een were bonny blue; 


— OY > 


I little 


6% 83 © s. 
As down the burn they took their way, 


What tender tales they ſaid ! 
His cheek to her's he aſt did lay, 
And with ber boſom play d; 


Till baith at length impatient grown, 
To be mair fully bleſt, 


I yender vale thay Wart am down ; : 


Love only ſaw the reſt. 


What paſs'd, I gueſs, was harmlcſs play, 
And naething fure unmeet ; 


| For, ganging hame, I heard them fay, - 


They lik'd a wawk ſac ſweet ; 


: And chat they aften ſhou'd return 


Sic pleaſure to renew. 


Quoth Mary, Love, I like the burn, 5 
And ay ſhall follow you. I I 


5 — — · 


"Toms, Gilder 1 


HI Chris, cou'd I now bm fit. 
As unconcern'd, as when 


Jour infant beauty cou'd beget 


No happineſs nor 


pain. 
Wen I this dawning did admire, 


And 


praiſ d the coming day, 
thought that riſing fire, 
Wou'd take my reſt away. 


Your charms in harmleſs childhood lay, 
As metals in a mine. 


M 
St 


— 
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My paſſion with your beauty grew, 
While Cupid at my heart, 

Still as his mother favour'd you, 
Threw a new flaming dart : 

Each gloried in their wanton Part; 
To make a lover, he 


| Employ'd the utmoſt of his art — 
T o make a beauty, the. 


Ie Dn ID Was 
5 O N G. 
Tune, Tie yellow hair Lad ii. 


** ſhepherds and nymphs thatadornthe ga plain. 
r from your ſports and attend rom rain, 


Amongſt all your number a lover ſo true, 


| 3 undone, with ſuch bliſs in his view. 


Was ever a nymph ſo hard hearted as mine? 
She knows me ſincere, and ſhe ſees how I pine; 
She does not diſdain me, nor ſrown in her wrath, 

But calmly and mildly reſigus me to death, : 


| She calls me her friend, but her lover denies : . 
She ſmiles when I'm che: uſul, but hears not my w_ | 

A boſom ſo flinty, ſo gentle an air, 
Inſpires me with hope, and yet bids me deſpair 


L. ſall at her feet, and implore her with tears: 
Her anſwer confounds, while her manner * 3 
When ſoftly ſhe tells me to hope no relief, 
My trembling lips bleſs her in ſpite of my grief. 
By night, while I lumber, ſtil haunted with care, 
I ſtart up in anguith, and figh for the fair : 
The fair ſleeps in peace, may ſhe ever do ſo! 5 
Aud only when dreaming imagine wy Wo. 


2 8 O N G 8. 
Then gaze at a diſtance, nor farther aſpire, 


Nor think the ſhou'd love, whom ſhe:cannot admireg. 


Huſh all thy complaining, and dying her ſlave, 
—: WINE INGIES In. 


Tune, When ſhe come ben ſhe bobed. 


\OME, 2 ren be 
Let's have nomore female 
For Pre try 

And I find they're but nonſenſe and whimſies by For. 
| When firſt of all Pot5y and I were acquaint, 

I whin'd like a fool, and ſhe ſigh'd like a faint : 
But I found her religion, her face, and her /ove, 


Were hypocriſy, paint, and felf int reft, by Feve. 
Sweet Cecil with h peng a 3 

. . 
ut * 

For K hu by Tore. 


Little double gilt ge Hy gold chaem'd ea kt; 


{You know marriage and 
But the baggave 


8 by Jeue. 
Come fill me a bumper then, jolly brave boys: 


Here's a farewell to female impert'nence and noiſe: 
I know few of the ſex that are worthy my love; 


impert'nanceandnoiſe; 


Aud for harren and jilt I aber them, by Joe. 
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DumBARTON DrUuNs. 


UMBARTON's Drums beat bonny O. 
When they mind me of my 0 O. 
How happy am I, 
When my ſoldier is by, 


While he kiſſes and blifſec his , 0! 
Tis a ſoldier alone can delight me O, 
For his graceful looks do invite me 0: b- 


While guarded in his arms, 
I'll fear no wars alarms, 


Neither danger nor death ſhall cer fright me O. 


My love is a handſome laddie O, 
Gentecl, but ne er foppiſh nor gaudy O: 


Though commiiſions are dear, 
Let I'll buy him one this year; 


For he ſhall ſerve no longer a cadie O. 
A ſoldier has honour and brav'ry O, . 
Vnacquainted with rogues and their knav'ry * 


He minds no other 
5 But the ladies or the 
ere ee 0. 


Then I'll be the captain's lady O; 


Farewell all my friends and my daddy O; 
| home, 


I'll wait no more at 
But Pl follow with the drum, 
And whene'er that beats I'll be ready O. 


Dumbarton Drums ſound bonny O, 
| e O: 


How happy ſhall | 
When on my Alder knee, 


: And be kifſes and bliſſes bis h, 01 


eee e ee ee 8 


Abo LANG SVNE. 


8 HO ULD auld acquaintance he forgot, 
Thong they return with Kar: ? 
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Theſe are the noble hero's lot, 

Obtain'd in glorious wars : 

Welcome, my Varo, to my breaſt, 

Thy arms about me twine, 

And make me once again as bleſt, 
As I was lang ſyne. 


Methinks around us on each bongh, 
A thouſand Crpid”: play, 


Whilſt through the groves [ walk with you, | 


Each object makes me gay: 
Since your return the ſun and moon 
With brighter beams do ſhine, 
Streams murmur ſoft notes while they run, 
As they did lang ſyne. 
Deſpiſe the court and din of ſtate ; 
Let that to their ſhare fall, 
Who can eſteem ſuch flav'ry great, 
While bounded like a ball : 
But ſunk in love, upon my arms 8 5 
Let your brave head recline, 


We'll pleaſe ourſelves with mutual charms, 


As we did lang fſyne. 


O'er moor and dale, with your gay friend, 
Lou may purſue the chace, 

And, after a blythe bottle, end 

All cares in my embrace: 
And in a vacant rainy day 

You ſhall be wholly mine; 
We'll make the hours run ſmooth ray. 
And laugh at lang ſyne. 
The hero, Plenf'd with the ſweet air, 
And . a 
Bow d to the pow ers above: | 
Next day, with 88 and glad haſte, 
Ibhey pproach'd the ſacred fhrine ; 
Where the good prieſt the couple bleſt, 
W 
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The Laſs of Livixc TOM. 


AIN'D with her ſighting Jamie“, love, 
P Bell dropt a tear—Bell dropt a tear, 
The Gods deſc 5 from above, 
Well pleaſ'd to hear well pleaſ d to hear. 
They heard the praiſes of the youth 
From her own tongue—from her own tongue, 
Who now converted was to truth, | 
And thus the fang—and thus ſhe. ſung: 


Bleſt days when our ingenious ſex, | 
More frank and kind — more frank and kind, 
Did not their 1044 adorers vex ; - 

But ſpoke their mind—but ſpoke their mind. 
Repenting now, ſhe promiſ'd fair, 
Wou'd he return—wou'd he return, 
She ne'er again would give him care, 
1 Or cauſe him mourn - or cauſe him mourn. 


Why lov'd I thee, deſerving ſwain, 

Tet ſtill thought ſhame—ye: ſtill thonght ſhame, 
When he my yielding heart did gain, 

To own my flame to own my flame? 

Why took I pleaſure to torment, 

And ſeem too coy—and ſeem too coy ? 
Which makes me now. alas! lament 


| My ſighted joy - my lighted joy. 
Ve fair, while beauty's in its ſpring, 


Ly on your deſire —own your deſire, 


White love's young pow'r with his ſoſt wing. 
Fans up the fire — fans up the fire, 

O do not with a filly pride, 

Or low deſign —or low deſign, 

Refuſe to be a happy bride, 


But anſwer plain but anſwer plain. 
Vor. 1. 


5? 


52 3 0 &. 
Thus the fair mourner wail'd her crime, 

With flowing eyes with flowing eyes. 
Clad Jamie heard her all the time, 
With tweet ſurpriſe — with ſweet ſurpriſe, 
Some God had led him to the grove; - 
His mind unchang'd— his mind/unchang'd, 
| Flew to her arms, and cry'd, My love, 

1 am reveng'd—I am reveng'd! 
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Prccr I muſt love thee. 


S from a rock paſt all relief, 

The ſhipwreck'd Colin ſpying 
His native ſoil, o' ercome with grief, 
Half ſunk in waves, and dying: 
With the next morning ſun he ſpies 

A ſhip, which gives unhop'd ſurpriſe ; 
New life ſprings up, he lifts his eyes 
With j joy, and waits her motion. 


So when by her whom long I lov'd, 
I ſcorn'd was, and deſerted, 
Low with deſpair my ſpirits mod, 
| To be for ever parted : 
Thus droopt 1, till diviner grace 
I found in Peg s mind and face; 
Ingratitude appear'd then baſe, 

But virtne more engaging. 


Then now fince happily I've hit, 

| I'll have no more delaying ; 

Let beauty yield to manly wit, 
Me loſe ourſelves in ſtaying: 

I' haſte dull courtſhip to a cloſe, 
Since marriage can my fears oppoſe: 
Why ſhould we happy minutes loſe, 
| Gene, Teo, I malt Wee hon. 
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Men may be C>oliſk if they pleaſe, 
And deem't a lover's duty, 
To ſigh, and ſacrifice their cale. 
Do: ating on a proud beauty : 
Such was my cafe for many à year, 
Still hope ſucceeding to my tear, 


Falſe Betty's charms now Ciſappzar, 
Since Peggy's far outſline them. 


Nr 
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0 Beſß Bell nd Mary Gray, 
They are twa bonny laſſes, 

They bigg'd a bower on yon bura- 8 

And theek'd it o'er wi' raſhes. 
Fair Be Bell T loo'd yeſtreen, 
And thought I ne'er could alter; 

But Mary Gray's twa pawky een, 
They gar my fancy falter. | 


Now Bef's hair's like a lint-tap ; 
She ſmiles like a May morning, 
When Phæbus ſtarts — T hetis* lap, 
The hills with rays adorning: 
White is her neck, ſaft is her hand, 
Her waſte and feet's fu' genty ; 
With ilka grace ſhe can command; 
Her lips, O wow ! they're dainty. 


And Mary's locks are like a craw, 
Her een like diamonds glances ; 
She's ay ſae clean redd up and braw, 

She kills whene'er ſhe dances : 
Blyth as a kid, with wit at will, 

She 1 ing, tight, and tall is; 
And guides her airs ſae gracefu' ſtill. 
1 Ju the's like wy 3 
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Dear Beſß Bell and Mary Gray, 
Te unco ſair oppreſs us; 
Our fancies jee between you tua, 
Ve are ſic bonny laſſes: 
Wac's me for baith I canna get, 
To ane by law we're ſtented; 
Tben I'll draw cuts, and take my fate, 
And be with ane contented. 


| FELRKETEECENELEES een 
Pl never leave thee. 
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HO“ for ſeren years and mai honour ſhou - 0 


| reave me, 
To fields where cannonsroar, thou need na grievethee: 
For deep in my ſpirits thy ſweets are indenied; 
And love ſhall preſerve ay what love has imprinted. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 
... ASSET 

I'm jealous 8 whe ier ye diſcover 
My ſentiments nos. Fg turn a looſe rover 
And nought i the d wad vex my heart fairer, 
Ik you prove unconſtant, and fancy ane fairer. 


e me, grieve me, oh, it wad grieve me! 
A the lang night and day, if you deceive me. 


JOHANN. | | 
My Nelly, let never fic fancies oppreſs ye, 
For Tile my blood's warm, Ill kindly careſs ye: 
Your blooming ſaft beauties firſt — love's fire, 
ow virtue and wit make it ay flame the higher. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee, 
Gang the warld as it will, deareſt, believe me. 


NELLT.. 
Then, Jebuny I frankly this minute allo! 
To think me your miſtreſs, for love * * ye y 
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And gin you prove fauſe, to your ſell be it ſaid then, 
Ye'll win but ſma' honour to wrong a kind maiden. 
Reave me, reave me, heavens ! it wad reave me 

Of my reſt night and day, if ye deceive me. 


FOHNMNYT. 

Bid iceſhogles hammer red gauds on the ſtuddy, 
And fair ſimmer mornings nae mair appear ruddy, 
Bid Britons think ae gate, and when they obey ye, 
But never till that time believe I'll betray ye. 
Leave thee, leave thee, I'll never leave thee ; 
The ſtarns ſhall gang witherſhins e'er I deceive thee. 
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My Deary, if you die. 


1 never more {hall give me pain, 
My fancy's fix'd on thee; 0 
Nor ever maid my heart ſhall gain, 

My Peyey, if thou die. 
Thy beauties did ſuch pleaſure give, 
Thy love's fo true to me: | 
Without thee I ſhall never live, 

My deary, if thou die. 

If fate ſhall tear thee from my breaſt, 
How ſhall I lonely ſtray? 

In dreary dreams the night III waſte, 
In fighs the ſilent day. 5 
I ne'er can ſo much virtue find, 

Nor ſuch perfection ſee: 0 
Then I'll renounce all women kind, 
My Peggy, after thee. | 


No new blawn beauty fires my heart 
With Cupid's raving rage, WE 
But thine ahich — ſweets impart, 
Muſt all the world engage. 
Tas this that like the morning ſun 
Gave joy and lie to me; 
3 
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And when its deſtin'd day is done, 
Wich Peggy let me die. 


Ye powers that ſmile on virtuous love, | 


And in ſuch pleaſure ſhare ; 

You who its faithful flames approve, 
With pity view the tair. | 

Reſtore my Peggy's wonted charms, 

Thoſe charms ſo dear to me; 


| Oh! never rob them from thoſe arms: 


I'm loſt if Peggy die. 


WEET Sir, for your courteſie, 


For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a keeking glaſs then. 
Keck into the draw well, 95 
Janet, Janet; 
Aud there yll fee your bonny ſell, 
Mz Js Janet. 


Keeking in the draw. well clear, 
tif I ſhou'd fa in, 


 Syne a my kin will ſay and ſwears, 


I drown'd my fell for fin. 
Had the better be the brat, 
Janet, Janet; 
Had the better be the brac, 
| Js Janet. 


Good Sir, for your courteſie 
Coming through Aberdeen then, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
Buy me a pair of ſhoon then. 
| Clout the auld, the new are dear, 
4 Jiüanet, po i” 

* pair may gain you haf gear, 

"My fo — 


When ye come by the Bajz ther, 


. 
_ Mr Jo JAR Ex. 


Kind Sir, for your courteſie, 


s ON G8. 


But what if dancing on the green, 
And ſkipping like a mawking, _— 
If they ſhould ſee my clouted | Bat 
O me they will be tauking. 
Dance ay laigh, and late at cen, 
Janet, Janet ; 
Syne a' their fauts will no be ſcen, 
My Js Janet. 


When ye gae to the croſs chen, 
For the love ye bear to me, 
| Buy me a pacing horſe then. 
Pace ups* your Jp: uning- - Wheel, 
Janet, Janct; 
Pace ups? gau 1 g wwicel, 
My Je Jan. 


My ſpinning. wheel is auld and fllt, 

I he rock o't winna ſtand, Sir, | 
To keep the temper-pin in tiff, 4 
Employs aft my hand, Sir, 

Male the beſt ot that ye car, 

Janet, Janet; 

But like it never wal & man, 


eee eee 
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Tune, 2 4. my Jo. 


W 2 means this niceneſs now of late, 
Since time that truth doth prove; 
Such diſtance may conſiſt with ſtate, 

But never will with love. 
»Tis either cunning or diſdain 

That does ſuch ways allow; oa 
The firſt is baſe, the laſt is vain: 


* 
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For if it be to draw me on, 
You over - act your part; 

And it it be to have me gone, 

You need not ha'f that art: 

For if you chance a look to caſt, 
That ſeems to be a frown, 

PI give you all the love that's paſt, 
The eel all be ny cm. = 


AULD Ron MorR1s. 


MITHE R. 
vp Reb Morris that wins in yon glen, (men, 
He's the king of good fellows, and. — of auld 
Has fourſcore of black ſheep, and ſourſcore too; 5 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. | 


DOUGHTER. 
: Hud your tongue, mither, and let that abee, 


For his eild and my eild can never agree: 


They'll never agree, and that will be ſeen ; 
For he is fourſcore, and I'm but fifteen. 


NM 
Ha'd your tongue, doughter, and lay by your pride, 
For he's be the bridegroom, and ye's be the bride . 
He ſhall ly by your fide, and kiſs ye too; 
Auld Rob Morris is the man ye maun loo. 


D OUGHTE R. 
Auld Rob Morris 1 ken him fou weel, 
His a it ſticks out like ony peet-creel, 


He's out ſhin'd, in knee'd, and ringle- ey d too; 
3 is the man I'll ne'cr loo. | 


5 MIT HER. 
Though auld Rob Morris be an elderly man, 
Yet his auld braſs it will buy a new pan; 
Then, doughter, ye ſhouldna be ſo ill to ſhoo, 
For auld Rob AMecrris is the man ye maun loo. 


- # 


ate vie: | 
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Whene'er thou likes I'll do't again, 


DOUGHTER. 
Put auld Rob Al-rris I ncver will hae, 
His back is ſae ſtifl, and his beard is grown gray: 


I had titter die than live wi? him a year; 


Sae mair of Kab M1117 I never will hear. Q. 


Tune, Come ti with me, come clap with me, ke. 
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Y Focky blytli, for what thou'ſt done, 
There is nae help nor mending; 


For thou haſt jogg'd me out of tune, 


For a' thy fair pretending. 
My mither ſees a change on me, 
For my complexion daſhes, 


And this, alas! has been with thee 


Sae late amang the ralkes. 
5 FOCKY. 
My Peggy, what I've ſaid Il do, 

Ty free thee frac her ſcouling; 


| Come then and let us buckle to, 


Neae langer let's be fooling, 
For her content I'll inftant wed, 
Since thy complexion daſhes; 
And then we'll try a feather - bed, 

Tis ſaſter than the raſhes. 

| 7 ECC. 

Then, Jaciy, fince thy love's ſo true, 
Leet mither ſcoul, I'm eaſy : | 
Sae langs I live 1 ne'er ſhall rue 

For what I've done to pleaſe thee. 


And there's my hand I's ne*cr complain: 


Oh! well's me on the raſhes; 


Aud a fig for a' their claſhes. 


| 
i 
| | 
[ 
| | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Tune, Roth: Lament F or, Pinky-hau 7. 
1 Sylvia in a foreſt la, 


To vent her woe alone; 
Her ſwain Sy/vurder came that way, 
And heard her dying moan, f 
Ah! is my love (ſhe ſaid) to you | 
So worthleſs and fo vain : | 
Why i is your wonted fondneſs now 
Converted to diſdain? 


Von vow'd the lizht ſhou'd darkneſs turn, . 
EE“ꝰer you'd exchange your love; 

In ſhades now may creation mourn, . 

Since you unfaithful prove. 

Was it for this I credit gave 

To ev'ry oath you ſwore? 

But ah! it ſeems they moſt deceive, 

| Who moſt our charms adore. 


»Tis plain your drift was all deceit, 
The practice of mankind : © 
Alas! I ſee it, but too late, | 
My love had made me blind. | 
For you, delighted I could die : . 

But oh! with grief I'm fill'd, 
To think that credulous, conſtant 1 
_ Show'd by yourſelf be kill dc. 
Her head upon her hand, 
She found her vital ſpirits fail, 
And ſenſes at a and. 
 Sylvander then began to melt: 
But e' er the word was given, 
The heavy hand of death ſhe felt, : 
And 6g) her foo to heaven, 5 M. 
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The Toung Leird and Edinburgh Katy. 


KNOW wat ye wha I met yeſtreen. 
Coming down the ſtreet my jo? 
My miſtreſs in her tartan ſcreen, 
Fow bonny, braw and ſweet my jo. 
My dear, quoth I, thanks to the night, 
That never wiſht a lover ill, . 
Since ye're out of your mither's ſight, 
Let's take a wauk up to the hill. 


O Kah, viltu' gang wi' me, 
And leave the dinſome town a while : 
The bloſſom's ſprouting frae the tree, 
And a' th: ſummer's gaw'n to ſmile : 
The mavis, agate, and lark, | 
The bleeting lambs, and whiſtling hynd, 
In ilka dale, green. ſhaw and park, 5 
Will nouriſh health, and glad your mind. 


Soon as the clear goodman of day, 
Bends his morning draught of dew, 
We'll gae to ſome burn-tide and play, 
And gather flow'rs to buſk your brow : 
We ll pou the daiſies on the green, 
The lucken gowans frae the bog: 
Between hands now and then we'll lean, 
And ſport upo' the velvet fog 


There's up into a pleaſant glen, 
A wee piece frae my father's tow'r, 
A canny, ſaſt and flow'ry den, 
Which circling birke have form'd a bow'r: 
Whene'er the ſun grows high and warm, 
We'll to the cauler ſhade remove, 
There will I lock thee in mine arm, 
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Y mither's ay glowran owre me, 
M —_— hs did the ſame before me; 
I canna get leave 
I 0o look to my Joove, 
Or elſe ſhe'll be like to devour me. 


Right fain wad I take your offer, 
Sweet Sir, but I'll tine my tocher, 
| Then Sandy, ye ll fret, 
Wbene er ye keek in your toom coſſer. 


For though my father has plenty, 1 
Of filler and pleniſhing dainty, ; 

Let he's unco err. | 

To twine wi' his? 
And fac we had need to be gs 


Tutor my parents wi' caution, 
Be wylic in ilka motion: 
Brag well o' your land, 
And there's my leal hand, 
| Win them, Tl be at your devotion. 


SISSSSSSOSSSHSSS | 


_ Many Scor. 


APPY*'S the love which meets return, 
When in ſoft flames ſouls equal burn; 
But words are wanting to diſcover 
The torments of a hopeleſs lover. 
Ye regiſters of heav'n, relate, 
If looking o'er the rolls of Fate, 
Did you there ſee me mark'd to marrow 
Mary Scot the flower of Tarrcw ? 


: 
| 
i 
, 


. 
firm»! her ſorm's too heavenly ſair, 
1 ler love the Gods above muſt ſhare ;, 
While mortals with deſpair explore her, 
And at di:tance due adore her. | 
O lovely maid ! my doubts bepuile, 
Revive and bleſs me with a ſmile ; 


Alu! ii not, you'll ſoon debar a 


Sighing ſwaln the banks of Yarrow. 


Be huſh, ye fears, I'll not deſpair, 
My Mary's tender as ſhe's fair; 


Then VI! go tell her all minc anguiſh, 


She is too good to let me languiſli: 


Wich ſucceſs crown'd, Fil no: envy 
Tube folks who dwell above the (ky; 


When Mary Scot', become my marrow, 
Well ma: 2 Paradiſe in Purrow, | 
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N all awa* av?” 71 bee, 
7 . 't FW. * av." her, 


Tong @ my din bad { frw.rn aud fold, 


Pl. ir K aul Fer. 


If I can get but her conſent, 


I dinna care a ſtrae: 


Though ilka ane be diſcontent, 


Awa' wi' her r 
Jul a, Ko. 


For now {h.'s mitt eſs af my heart, 
And wordy of my band, 

And well l vat we thanna part 
For ſiller or for land. 


Let rakes delight to ſwear and Wiel 


And bcaus admire fine lace, 


But my chief pleaſure is to blink 


On Beth, bonn) Face. 
I will aw, &2, | 
Youth „ 
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"i here à the beauties do combine, 
Of colour, treats and air, 
The faul that ſparkles in her een 
NM. kes her a jewel rare: 
Her flowing wit gives ſhining life 
To a' her other charms; + 
3ow bleſt I'll be, when ſhe's my wife, 
And lock't up in my arms ! 
Iwill aa), &c. 


_ There blythly will I rant and fing, 
While o'er her ſweets I range, 
II cry, your humble ſervant, ths, 
Shame ſa? them that wa'd change. 
A kiſs ct Bett and a ſmile, 
A*Leit ye wad lay don 
The right ye hae to Brit aix's iſle, 
Aud offer me your crown. 
£ will awa', & . 


AE 


O'er the Moor to Maggy. 
ND) I' ver the Moor to Maggy, 
Her wit and ſweetneſs cail me, 
Ihen to my fair li ſaow my mind, 
Whatever may befal me. 
If ſhe love mirth, I'll learn to fing ; 
Or likes the Nine to follow, 
In lay wv lugs in Pirdus? yoP) 
Ard iuvocate Appolls. 


If ſhe admire a martial mind. 
Vii ſheath my limbs in zrmour ; 
If to the ſofter dance 1nclin'd, 
With gayeſt airs ll charm her- , 
If ſhe love grandeur, day and night, 
ht! rlot x my nation's glory, 
Find favour in my prince's ſight, 
And thine in future ſtory. 


. 
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Beauty can wonders work with eaſe, 
Where wit is correſponding ; 

And braveſt men know beſt to pleaſe, 

With complaiſance abounding. 

My bonny Magey's love can turn 

| Me to what ſhape ſhe pleaſes, 

If in her breaſt > +. flame ſhall burn, 
Which i in my boſom blazes. 


PoLWART ON THE GREEN. 


F Polwart on the green 
If youll meet me the morn, 
Where laſſes do conven? 
To dance about the thurn. 
A kindly welcome you ſhall meet 
Frae her wha likes to view 
A lover and a lad complete, 
The lad and lover you. 


Let dorty dames ſay Ns, 
As lang as &er they plzaſe, 
Seem caulder than the ſnaw, 
While inwardly they bleeze ; 
But I will frankly ſhaw my mind, 
And yield my heart to thee ; 
Be ever to the captive kind, 
That langs na to be free. 


At Polwart on the green, 
Amang the new-mawn hay, 
With | San and dancing keen 
We'll paſs the heartſome day. 
At night, if beds be Ver thrane laid. 

ad thou be Fauin'd ef thine, 
| Thou ſhalt le welcome, my dear lad 
To take a part of 1 

=: 
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John Hay's Bonny Laſſie. 


ſmooch winding Toy a ſwain was rec lining. 
Aſt cry'd he, Oh hey! maun 1 ſtill live pining 
My ſell thus away, and darna diſcover 
o my bonny Hay that I am her lover? 


Nae mair it will hide, the flame waxes faronger ; ; 
II ſhe's not my bride, my days are nae langer: 
Then DH take a heart, and try at a venture, 

May be, e er we part, my vows may content her. 


She's ſreſh as the Spring, and ſweet as Anrora, 
| When birds mount and ling, bidding day a good mor- 
The fward of the mead enamel'd with daiſies, (row, 


Leoks wither'd and dead, when twin'd of her graces. A 


UBut if ſhe appear where verdures invite r, 
The fountains run clear. and flowers ſmell the ſweeter: 
Tis heaven to be by, u hen her wit is a flowing, 
Her ſmiles and bright eye ſet my ſpirits a glowing. 


The mair that I gaze, the deeper I'm wounded ; 
S:ruck dumb with amaze, my mind 1s confounded : 
I'm all on a fire, dear maid, to careſs ye, 

Tor a' my deſire is Hay”; bonn) laſie. 
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CATHAAINE O1 . 


8 walking forth to view the plain, 
5 Upon a morning early, 
While 172y”; ſweet ſcent did chear my brain, 
From flow'rs which grew ſo rarely : : 
I chanc'd to meet à pretty maid, | 
She ſhin'd thongh it was fogie ; 
I afk'd her name: Sweet Sir, ſhe-daid, 
My name is Catharine 2 
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T Rood a while and did admire, 
To ſee a nymph fo ſtately ; 


So briſk an air there did appear 


In a country maid ſo neatly: 
Such natural ſweetneſs ſhe diſplay'd, 
Like a lily in a bogie ; 
Diana's ſelf was ne'er array'd 
Like this ſame Catherine /, nn 
Thou flow'r of females, beauty's quee 
Who ſees thee, ſure muſt prize . 


Though thou art dreſt in robes but mean, 


Vet theſe cannot diſguiſe thee ; 


' Thy handſome air, and graceful look, 


Far excels any clowniſh rogiez 
Thod'rt match for laird, or lord, er PEO 
My charming Catherine Opie. 


O were I but ſome ſhepherd ſwain ! 

To feed my flock beſide thee, | 

ting-time to leave the plain, 
In milking to abide thee ; 

I'd think myſelf a happier man, 
With Kate, my club, and dogie, 

Than he who hugs his thouſands ten, 
Had I but Catharine Opie. 


Then I'd deſpiſe th* imperial throne, 
And ſtateſmens? "rous ſtations ; 
Pd be no king, I'd wear no crown, 
I'd ſmile at conqu'ring nations: 


Might I careſs and ſtill poſſeſs 


This laſs of whom I'm vogie; 
For theſe are toys and ſtill look leſs, 
Compar'd with Catharine Ogic. 


: But 1 ſear the Gods have not decreed 


For me ſo finc a creature, 
Whoſe beauty rare makes her excecd 
All ether works in nainre. 
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Clouds of deſpair furronnd my love, 
That are both dark and fogie: 
Pity my caſe, ye powers above, 

Elfe I die for Catharine O7ie. 


S eee 


An thou ꝛwert my ain Thing. 


F race divine thou needit muſt be, 


Since nothing eartbly equals thee ; 


For heaven's ſake, oh ! favour me 
Who only lives to love thee. 
An thou wert my ain thing, 
4 would love thee, I would lere tes | 
An thou wert my ain thing, 
How d:arly would I love thee ! 


The Gods one thing peculiar have, 
To ruin none whom they can ſave ; 
O ſor their ſake ſupport a ſlave, 

Who only lives to love thee. 
An thou wert, &: 
To merit I no claim can make, 
But that I love and for your ſake, 
What man can name I'll nndertake, 
So dearly do I love thee. 
An tou wert, &c. 


My paſſion, conſtant as the ſun, 


Flames ſtronger ſtill, will ne'er have done 


Jill Fates my thread of life have ſpun, 
Which breathing out 1'11 love thee. 
Au thou wt ke. 
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| Le bees that ſack the morning dew, 
| | Frae flowers of ſweeteſt ſcent and hew, 
Sac wad I dwell upo' thy mou, 
And gar the Gods envy me. 
n thou wert, &c. | 


Sue lang” s I had the uſe of light, 
| I'd on oy beauties feaſt my hght, 
Syne in ſaft winſpers through the night, 
| | I'd tell how much 1 1o0˙ thee. | 0 
An thou wert, &c. | | | 


I low {air and ruddy is my Fans, 
She moves a Goddeſs o'er the green; 5 | | 
Were I a king, thcu ſhoulift be queen, | j 
Nane but myſcl aboon thee. 1 5 : 
An thou wert, &c. | 
f 
| 


Pd graſp thee to this breaſt of mine, 
| Whilſt thou, like ivy, or the vine, 
| | Around my ſtronger limbs ſhou'd twine, 
Form'd hardy to deſend thee. | 
| An thou ewer!, &. | | | 


Time's on the wing, and will not ſtay, 
In ſhining youth let's make our hay, 
Since love admits of nae delay, [a 
O let nae ſcorn undo thee. — 
An ihou avert, Rg. > » 


While love dees at his altar ſtand, | | 
Hae, there's my heart, gi e me thy hand, | 
And, with ilk nile. tho thalt command 
The will of him wha loves thee, 
An thou rt, &c. _ 
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There's my Thumb T' neben beguile thee. 


V freeteſt May, let love incline thee, 


And, as your conſtant ſlave, regard it, 
Syne for its faithfulneſs reward it. 

"Tis proof a ſhot to birth or money, 

But yiclds to what is feet and bonny ; 
Receive it then with a kiſs and a ſmily, 
There's my thumb it will ne er beguile Je. 


How tempting ſweet theſe lips of thine are, 
Thy boſom white, and legs ſac fine are, 

That when in pools I ſee thee clean em; 
They carry away my heart between em. 
I with, and I wiſh, while it gaes duntin, 
O gin I had thee on a mountain, 
Though kith and kin and a' ſhou'd revile thee, 
There's my thumb I'll ne'er beguile thee. 


Alan: through ſtow'ry hows I dander, 
Tenting my flocks leſt they ſhou'd wander, 
Gin thow't gae alang, Ty dawt thee = hoy 
And gre my thumb I'll ne*er beguile thee 
O my dear laſſie, it is but daffin, 

To had thy wooer up ay niff naffin. 
That na, na, na, I hate it moſt vilely, 

O ſay, Yes, and I'll neꝰer beguile thee. 


For the Love Jean. 
-OCKT faid to Jeany, Feany, wilt thou do't ? 
Ne'er a tit, quo? Jeam, for my tocher - good, 


For my tocher-good, I winna marry thee, 
 _—_— Joburx, yemay kt it be, 


T' accept a heart which he deſigns thee; 


6 
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Thae gowd and gear, 1 hae land enough, 
hae ſeven good owſen ganging in a pleugh, 


Ganging in a plengh, and linking o'er the lee, 
And gin ye winna take me, I can let ye be. 


I hae à good h& houſe, a barn and a byer, 
A ſack afore the door, I'll make a rantin ſire, 


I'll make a rantin fire, and merry ſhall we be: 
And gin ye winni take me, I can let ye be. 


Jesu ſuid to Jocky, gin ye winna tell, or 
Ye thall be the lad, "I'll be the laſs myſell; 

Ye're a bonny lad, and I'm a laſſie free, 
c be. z. 


essnοοναν,ùuaod ode 


s 0 nao 
Tune, Paz „I muſt love ther. 


ENEATH a beech's grateful ſhade, „ 
Young Colin lay complaining ; 


He ſigh'd, and ſeem i to love a maid : 


Without hopes of obtaining : 


For thus the ſwain indulg'd his grief, 


Though pity cannot move thee ; 


Though thy hard heart gives no rebef, 


Yet, "wks I muſt love thee. 


Say, Peggy, what has Calin done, 
That thus you cruelly uſe him! 

If love's a fault *tis that alone, 
For which you ſhould excuſe him! 

Twas thy dear ſeif firſt rais'd this flame, 
This fre by which I languiſh; 

*T1s thou alone can quench the ſame, 
And cool its ſcorching anguiſh, 
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For thee I leave the ſportive plain, 
Where ev'ry maid invites me; 

For thee, ſole cauſe of all my pain, 
For thee that only flights we: 

This love that fires my faithful heart 

By all bur thee's commended. 

Oh! would thou act ſo good a part, 

My grief might ſoon be ended. 


That beauteous breaſt, ſo ſoſt to feel, 
Seem'd tenderneſs all over, : 
Yet it defends thy heart like ſteel, 

Gainſt thy deſpairing lover. 

Alas! though 3 it ſhould ne'er relent, 
Nor Coliu's care e er move thee, 

Yet till life's lateſt breath is ſpent, 
My Peggy, I mult love thee. C. 


#EFSSSESTRSTEREETDECEREOEESS 


Genty T1BBy, and ſonſy NELLY, 
Tune, Tibby Feruler in the Glen. = 


. charms, 
genty ſhape our fancy warms ; 
ee 1 
Mn Lt oke hike bat at thor; | 
Fra er ancle to her ſlzuder waiſt, | 
Theſe ſweets conceal'd invite to dawt her; : 
Her roſy cheek, and riſing breaſt, 
Gar ane's mouth guſh bout fu* o' water 


NELLZT's gawly, ſaft and gay, 

Freſh as the lucken flowers in May ; 
Ilk ane that ſees her, crys, 4h bey 

Shes bonny! O wonder at = 
The dimples of her chin and cheek, 
And limbs ſae plump invite to dawt her; 
Her lips ſae ſweet, and ſkin ſac ſleek, 
Gar mony mouths beũde mine water. 


— — — 


"au tear} 
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Now ſtrike my finger in a bore, 
My wyſon ih the maiden ſhore, 
Gin I can tell whilk I am tor, 

When theſe twa ſtars appear thegither, 
O love! why doſt thou gre thy tires 
Sae large, while we're S oblig* d to nither 
Our ipacious ſauls immenſe deſires, 


And ay be in a hankerin ſwither ? 


| T13rs ſhape and airs are fice, 
And N.Ah's beauties are divine: 
But fince they canna baith be mine, 
Le Gods, give ear to my petition, 
| Provide a good lad tor the tane, 
Vut let it be with this proviſion, 
I get the other to my lane, 
In proſpe® p/2:5 and fruition. 


5 $>002>00000% r | 
5 1 þ in the Air. 


T OW the ſun's gane out o' ſight, 
Beet the ingle, and ſnuff the light ; $ 
| In glens the fairies ſkip and dance, 
And witches wallop o'er to France. 
Dp in the air 
On my bonny grey mare, 
And I we hier _ L tee her 8 
D in, &. 


The wind's drifting hail and ſa”, 
| O'er frozen hags, like a foot - ba“; 
Nae itarns keek through the azure fit, 
*Tis cauld, and mirk as ony put, 
The man i' the moon 
Is carouſing aboon; 
* ye ſee, d' ye ſer, d' ye fee him yet ? 
Tte nun, Kc. 
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Take your glaſs to clear your een, | 
"Tis the elixir heals the {j' zen, * 
Baith wit and mirth it will inſpire, 

And gently puffs the loveꝛ's fire. 


Up in the air, * 


: It drives away care ; | 
Ha e vr ye, hae uw? ye, aud hae wi ye, lads Fei. 
Up in, &c. 


Steek the doors, Leep out the froſt; 
Come, Willie, gi's about your tot ; 
Tilt't, lads, and Hit it out, 

And let us ha'e 2 blychſome bout. 
5 Up wit there, there, 
Vinna cheat, but drink fair: 
W huzza, and 3 lads yet. 
Tp uit, E 
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Fy gar rub ber. er voi Strac. 


IN ye meet a honvy laſnie, | 
J Ci'e her a kiſs, and let her gae; 
But if ye meet a dirty huffy, 
Fy gar rub her o'er wi Hos. 


De ſure ye dinna quit the grip 
Of ilka j 30, when ye are young, 
Before auld age your vitals nip, 
And lay ye twafald o'er a rung. 


Sweet youth's a blyth and heartſome time 
Then lads and laffes, while *tis Ma, 
Gae pu? the gowan in it prime, 

Before it wither and decay. 
Watch the ſaft minutes of delyte, 
When Jerry ſpeaks beneath her breath, 
And biſſes, — ing a' the uyte 
On you, | it ſa: kepp oy aich. 


J 

Haith ye' re ill-bred, ſhe'll ſmiling ſay, 

Ye'll worry me, ye greedy rook : 
| Syne frac your arms ſhe'll rin away, 

And hide herſelf in ſome dark novuk. 
Aer laugh will lead you to the place, 
| Where lies the happineſs ye want; 
And plainly tell you to your face, 

Nineteen na-ſays are half a grant. 
New to her heaving boſom cling, 
And ſweetly toolie for a kiſs: 
{ Frae her fair finger whoop a ring, 

As taiken of a future bliſs. 

Theſe benniſons, I'm very ſure, 
Are cf the Gods indulgent grant: 
| Then, furly carls, whiſht, forbear 
To plague us with your whining cant. 


| <4 $$SSSASD<4$$S5 
PaTizt and PEcoy. 
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Y the delicious warmneſs of thy mouth, 

And rowing eye, which ſmiling tells the truth, 
| I gueſs, my laſſie, that, as well as 1, 
| You're made for love, and why ſhould ye deny? 
4 5 PEGOGV. 
But ken ye, lad, gin we confeſs o'er ſoon, 

Ve think us cheap, and ſyne the wooing's done: 

The maiden that o'er quickly tines her pow'r. 

Like unripe fruit, will taſte but hard and ſow'r. 


Paris. | 
But when they hing o'er lang upon the tree, 
Their ſweetneſs they may tine, and ſac may ye: 
| Red-checked you completely ripe appear, | 
And I have thoVd and woo'd a lang half year. 
| Vor.. I. 1 1 | ES. 


* 
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Pzccor. 
Then dinna pu' me; gently thus 11 
Into my Patic's arms for good and a 


F 


* 


PaT1E. 
O charming armſu* ! hence, ye cares away, 
PU kiſs my treaſure a' the live lang day: 
A' night I' dream my kiſſcs o'er again, 
Till that day come that ye I be 2” my ai 


Cnox vs. 
1 gelle denn the wwefilin tier, 
Gong ſean to bed and quickly rife ; 

O laſh your fteeds, poft time away, 


But ſtint your wiſhes to this frank 0; | BP”. 
| 
| 


And baſie about our bridal day: | 
Ard if ere weari'd, hor:off light, OM 
Sleep gin ye like a week that night. 


N., 
Tur MILL, MIL I.— O. 


ENEATH 2 green ſhade I fand a fair _ 
Was ſleeping and ſtill O; 
A' lowan wi' love, my 1 
Arened r O: 
Her boſom I preſt; but ſunk in her reſt, 
She ſtir' dna my joy to ſpĩill Oo: 
While kindly the fege, late ti her I crepe, © 
And kiſs'd, and kiſs'd her my fil O. 


Oblig'd by command in Flanders to land, 
T” employ my courage and ſkill O, 
Frae her quietly I ſtaw, hoiſt ſails and awa, 
For the wind blew fair on the Lill O. 
Twa years brought me hame, where loud- 
Tald me with a voice right ſhrill O, — 
My laſs, like a fool, had mounted the tool, 
Nor kend wha had done ber the ©. 


1 


3 


of 


And, 


r 


Mair fond of her charms, with my ſon in her arms, 


I ferlying {peer'd how the fell O; 

wy the texr in her pe, quoth ſhe, Let me die, 
Sweet Sir, gin I cas tell O. 

Love gave the command, I 1 
And bade her a' fears expell O, 


* mair look wan, for I was the man 


na had done her deed myſell O. 


My benag Goat laſs on the gowany graſs, 
Beneath the Shilling-hill O, 

If 1 did offence, I'ſe make ye amends 
Before I leave Peggy mill O. 


O the mill, mill O, and the kill, 4 O. 


And the copgin of the wheel O: 


E The ſack and the feve s that ye manu leave, 


Hai rexed with a ſodger reel O. 


Honpoovecenemmetannet 


Corn and Guisr parting. 


Tune, nee, my tere thet er di fue. 


IT H broken words, and down-caſt eyes. 
Poor Colin ſpoke his paſſion tender: 

ing with his Grify cries, 
Ah! woe's my heart that we ſhouid ſunder. 


To others I am cold as fnow, 
But kindle with thine eyes like tinder ; 

From thee with pain I'm forc'd to go: 
It breaks my heart that we ſhould ſunder. 
Chain'd to thy charms, I cannot range, 
No beauty new my love ſhall hinder, 
Nor time nor place ſhall ever change 


My rows, though * oblig · d to bender. 


n 
The image of thy graceful air, | 
And — which invite our wonder, 

Thy lively wit, and prudence rare, 
Shall All be preſent, though we ſunder. 


Dear nymph, believe thy ſwain in this, 
You'll ne'er engage a heart that's kinder, 
Then ſeal a promiſe with a kits, | 
Always to love me though we ſunder. 
Le Gods, take care of my dear laſs, 
That as I leave her I may find her: 
When that bleit time ſhall come to paſs, 
We'll meet again, and never ſunder. 


+--$ 2 F t vy--Þ 4 ＋ 


TAE GABENLUN EZY MAN. 
HE pawky auld carl came o'er the lee, 
WY many good e*ens and days to me, 
Saying, Goodwite, for your courteſy, _ 
Will you lodge a filly poor man? 
The night was cauld, the carl was wat, 
And down ayont the ingle he fat; 
My daughter's ſhoulders he gan to clap, 
And cadgily ranted and ſang. 


O wow! quo? he, were I as free, 

As firſt when I ſaw this country, 

How blyth and merry wad I be? 

And 1 wad never think lang. 

He grew canty, and ſhe grew fan 

But little did her auld minny ken | . 
What thir flee twa together were ſay'ng, 

When wooing they were ſac thrang. 


And O! quo? he, ann ye were as black, 
As e'er the crown of my dady's hat, 

_ *Tis | wad lay thee by my back, 
And aw vi' me thou ſhou' dit pang, 
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And O! quo? ſhe, ann 1 were as white, 
As e er the ſnaw lay on the dyke, 
I'd clead me braw and lady like, 
Aud awa' with thee I would gang. 
Between the twa was made a plot; 
They raiſe a wee before the cock, 
And wilily they ſhot the lock, 
And faſt to the bent are they gane. 
Up ia the morn the auld wife raiſe, 
And at her leiſure pat on her claiſe 


|  Syne to the ſervant's bed ſhe gaes, 


To ſpeer for the filly poor man. 
She gaed to the bed where the beggar lay, 
The ſtrae was cauld, he was away, 
She clapt her hands, cry'd Waladay, 
For ſome of our gear will be gane. 
Some ran to coffers, and ſome to kits, 
But nought was ſown. that could be miſt, 
1. She danc'd her lane, cry'd, Praiſe be bleſt, 
I have lodg'd a leal poor man. 
Since ing's awa?, as we can learn, 
The kirn's to kirn, and milk to earn, 
Gae butt the houſe, laſs, and waken my bairn, 
And bid her come quickly ben. 
The ſervant gade where the daughter lay, 
The ſheets were cauld, ſhe was away, 
And faſt to her goodwite did fay, 
She's aff with the Gaberlunzy-man, 


| O fy gar nde, and y gar rin, 


And haſte ye find traitors again - 

For ſhe's be burnt, and he's be flain, 
Ihe wearifu' Gaberlunzy man. 

Some rade upo? horſe, ſome ran a fit, 

The wife was wood, and out o' her wit: 

She could na gang, nor yet could ſhe fit, 
But ay ſhe curs'd and IO 


= Ss O N G. S. 
Mean time far hind out oer the lee 
Fu' ſnug in a glen, where nane could fee, 
RC CE ITED 
ut frac a new cheeſe a whang : 
priving was good, it pleas'd them baith, 
To lo'e her for ay, he gae her his aith. | 
no? the, to lines thee I will be Laith, 
y winſome Gaberlunzy-man. 


O kenn'd my miany I were wi' yon, 

In fardly wad ſhe crook her mou', 

Sic a poor man ſhe'd never trow., . 
After d the Gaberlunzy-man. 

My dear, quo' he, ye're yet o'er young, 

And ha' nae learn'd the beggars tongue. 

To follow me frae town to town, 


And carry the Gaberlunzy on. 


Wy cauk and keel I'll win your bread, | 
And ſpindles and whorles for them wha an 
Whilk is a gentle trade indeed, 

To carry the Gaberlunzy on. | 
I'll bow my leg and crook my knee, * 
And draw a black cloot o' er my eye, 

A cripple or blind they will ca“ me, 


While we ſhall be merry and ſing. ** 


eee eee eee 


TERRE CORDIAL. 
Tune, Where ſhall our Geodman lie. 


1 * 
HERE wad bonny ä 
rern: 
Wad ye a goodman try ? 


W 


Syne down with 38 iy? 
1 — 
3 H E. 


Mak me your 
Shanna hinder you to Ig 
1 W 
1 „ 
| What if I ſhou'd wauking ly, 
When the hoboys are gawn by, 
4 Will ye tent me when I cry, 
1 My dear, I'm faint and i iry ? ? 
* ” H E. 
= Indie ef dan ate to, 5 
| When thou waukriſe art, or dry, 
Healthy cordial ſtanding by, 
Shall preſeatly revive thee. 


S H E. 
To your will I then comply, 


. | Join us, prieſt, and let me try 
Ho I'll wi' a goodman ly, 
7 Wa can a cordial give me. 
> 3 SEEETTIESIEIHIHFFEEHFFIFSHFSEESHED> 
 Ewz-BvcnTts Marton. 
WL ye go to the ewe-bughts, Marian. 


=: And wear in the ſheep wi' me; 
| The ſun ſhines ſweet, my Marion, 
_ But nae half ſac ſweet as thee. 
0 Marion's a bonny laſs, 
And che biyth blinks „. 


And tain wad I marry Marion, 
Gin Marien wad marry me. 


* 


For Focky's to be married to 


= And there will be grod fawt herring, 


A cow and a brawny quey, 
T1 gi'e them a. to my orien, 
And ye's get a green ey apron, : 
And waiſtcoat of the London bonn, 


1 
n 


Y let us 2 to the bridal, 
For there will be 


laſs wi” the gowden hair. 


To reliſh a cog of 
FH bet u 2 


r 5 
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r 
And there will be Saney the ſutor, 

And Mill wi' the meikle mou“; 
And there will be Tam the blutter, 
With Audreu the tinkler, I trow; 

And chere will be bow'd legged Robbie, 

With thumbleſs Katy's goodman; 
And there will be blue cheeked Deaubic, 

And Zawrie the laird of the land. 
Fy let us, &c. N 


And there will be ſow libber Patie, 
And plucky-tac'd Wat i the mill, 
Caper-nos'd. Francie and Gibbre, 
That wins in the how of the hill; 
And there will be Alafter Sibbie, 
Wha in with black Brfj did mool, 
With ſnivelling Lilly and Tihbby, 
| Thelaſs that ſtands att on the loal. 
H let us, &c. 


And Madge that was buckled to Sterne, 


And colt him grey breeks to his arſe, 
Who after was hangit for ſtealing, 
Great mercy it happen'd na warſe: 
And there will be gleed Ceirdy Fannerr, 
And XKirfþ with the lilly- white leg, 
Wha gade to the ſouth for manners, 


And bang'd up her wame in Mans. meg 


H bet us, &c. 

And there will be Fudan Maclawric, 
And blinkin daft Barbara Macleg, 

Wi' flac lugged ſharney-fac'd Lawrie, 
Aud -mou'd haluket Arg. 

And there will be happer-ars'd Nazþj, 
And fairy fac'd Flowrie by name, 

Muck Made, and fat hippit Grifs, 

The laſs wi' the gowden wame. 

H bet us, ke, | 
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And there will be fadges and brachan, 


And there will be partans and buckies, 
And whytens and 
With 2 ſheep-heads, and a 


CC 
And there will be Girv- again Cibbie, 


With his glaikit wife Jenny Beil, 


And miſle-ſhinn'd Mungo Macapic, 


The lad that was tkipper himſel. 
The lads and laſſes in pearlings 
Will feaſt in the heart of the ha', 
On ſybows, and rifarts, and carlings, 
That are baith ſodden and raw. - 
F) kt us, &c. 


With fouth of good gabbocks of ſkate, 


| Powſowdy and drammock, and crowdy, | 


And caller nowt-feet in a plate. 


enew, | 


ITE WEI IEO 


| Fy let us, cc. 
And there will be Perg a ah kack. 
And ſowens, and farls, and baps, 

With ſwats, and well ſcraped paunches, 


And brandy in ſtoups and in caps: 


And there will be meal-kail and caſtocks, 


With ſhink to ſup till ye rive, 
And roaſts to roaſt on a brander, 
r how vere taken alive. 


H let us, &c 
Sata dats at 4b. und tangle, 


And a mill of good fniſhing to pric ; 


When weary with eating and drinking, 


We'll riſe up and dance till we die. 


Then fy let us 4 to the bridal, 


For there will be lilting there, 


For Jocky's to be married to Maggie, 


The laſt ui the gowden hair. 


s 0 N S. 


Tas HIOCRLAND LAPDDIE. 


HE lawland lads think they are fine; 
k But O they're vain and idly gawdy ! 
| How much unlike that gracefu' mein, 
And mauly looks of my highland laddie | 
0 my borny bouny L. gland laddie, 
My handſene char nu: g higbland laddiz ; 
May heaven ſtill guard, ard lere 8 
Our — laſs. and ver highlard laddie. 
I were free at will to chuſe 
| To be the wealthieſt lawland lady, 
I'd take young Donald without trews, 


With bonnet bluz, and belted plaidy. 
my borny, Ke. 5 


| The braweſt beau in burrough's town, 
In a' his airs, with art made ready, 
Compar'd to him, he's but a clown; 


He's finer far ing tartan plaidy. 
g 0 my dzuny, Kc. 


Oi'er benty hill with him I'll run. 
And leave my lawland kin and Cady, 
| Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 
|| He'll ſcreen me with his highland plaidy. 
| O my bonry, &c. 
A painted room. and ſilken bed, 
May pleaſe a lawland laird and lady; 
But Y can kiſs, and be as glad. 
Behind a buſh in's — Ay. 
0 my bons: y, &c. | 


| Few compliments between us paſs, 

| ] ca' him my dear highland laddie, 

I And he :a*- me his lawiand laſs, 
Syne vs me in beneath his plaidy. 

E. Py * &c. 


This lovely darling deareſt care, 


86 s Oo N G 8. 
Nae greater joy I'll er pretend, 


Than that his love prove true and ſteady, 
Like mine to him, which nce'er ſhall end, 


While heaven preſerves my highland laddie. 
DO my bonry, &c. 


TEE EHESEEET SE EHEESEEETESETES 


 ALLAN-WATER: 
Or, My Love Anny's very bonny. 
H A T numbers ſhall the muſe repeat ? 


| What verls be found to pratle my Lay? 1 
On her ten thouſand graces wait, hs 


Each ſwain admires and owns ſhe's bonny. 
Since firſt ſhe trode the happy plain, 
bhbe ſet each youthful heart on fire; 


Each nympb does to her Cain complain, 


That Anny kindles new deſire. 


This new delight, this ch; Anm, 
Like ſummer's dawn, ſhe's freſh and fair, 

When Flora“, fragrant breezes fan ye. 
All day the am'rous youths conveen, 

Joyous they ſport _ play before her ; 


All night, when ſhe no more is ſeen, 


In Bliſsful dreams they (till adore her. 


Among the crowd Amyator cams, 
He look'd, he lov'd, he bow'd to Au; ; 
His riſing fighs expreſs his flame, 
His words were few, his withes many. 
With ſmiles the lovely maid reply'd, 
Kind ſhepherd, Why ſhould I deceive ye * 
Alas! your love muſt be deny'd, | 
This deftin'd breaſt can ne'*er relieve ye. 
Young Damon came with Cupid's art, 


Has wyles, his ſmiles, his charms . 
He ſtole away my virgin heart; 


Ceaſe poor A1yntor, ceaſe bewailing. 


f 


2 
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| Some brighter beauty you may find, 

On yonder plain the nymphs are many ; 

Then chuſe ſome heart that's unconfin'd, _ 
And leave to Damen his own Anny. 2 


2A r 


The Colliers bonny Laſſy. 


HE collier has a daughter, 
L And O ſhe's wonder bonny, 
A laird he was that ſought her, 
Rich baith in lands and money : 
The tutors watch'd the motion 
Of this young honeſt lover; 
But love is like the ocean; 
Wha can it's depth diſcover '! 
He had the art to pleaſe ye, 
And was by a' reſpected; 
His airs fat round him eaſy, 
Genteel, but unaffected. 
The collier's bonny laſſie, 
Fair as the new blown lily, 
Ay ſweet, and never ſaucy, 
Secur'd the heart of Wh. 


He lov'd beyond expreſſion 


| The charms that were about her, 
| And panted for poſſeſſion, 


* 


| His life was dull without her. 
After mature reſolring, 
'| Cloſe to his breaſt he held her, 
In ſafteſt flames difſolving, 
He tenderly thus tell'd her. 


My bonny collier's daughter, 
Let naething diſcompoſe ye, 
_ 'Tis no your ſcanty tocher 

Shall ever gar me loſe ye: 
4: #3 EC - — 


| 
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For J have gear in plenty, | 
And love ſays, tis my duty 
To ware what heaven has lent me, 
Upon your wit and beauty. 


K 


Wr nE HZIEN Lies. 


7... — . AMourtinp. 


\ HII Wh y thoſe tears in Nelly; eyes! 


To 4 thy tender ſighs and cries, 


The Gods ftand d wing from the ſkies, 


Pleas'd with thy piety. 


To mourn the dead, dear nymph, forbear, 


And of one dying take a care, 


Who views thee as an angel fair, 


Or ſome divinity. 


oO ve leſs praceful, or more kind, 
And cool this fever of my mind, 


Caus'd by the boy fre and ind, 
| Wounded, I figh, for thee; 


— While hardly dare I hope to riſe 
To ſuch a 


by Hynes ties, 
To lay me down where Helen lies, 

And with chy charms be free. 
Then muſt I hide my love, and die, 
When ſuch a ſovereign cure is by? + 


No; ſhe can love. and U1l go try, 


Whate'er my fate may be, 


Which ſoon I'll read in her bright 
With thoſe dear agents I'll adviſe, 


They tell the truth when tongues tell lies, 
The leaſt believed by me. 


s O N G Ss. by 
$ 0 KN © 


Tune, Gallaauſhielt. 
H the ſhepherd's mournful fate, 
When doom'd to love, and doomꝰ d to linguiſh, 
To bear the ſcornful fair one's hate, 
Nor dare diſcloſe his anguiſh. 
Yet eager looks, and dying ſighs, 


1 My ſecret ſoul diſcover, 


While rapture trembling through mine eres 
| Reveals how much I br. her: 

The tender glance, the red'ning cheek, 
O'erſpread with riſing bluſhes, 
42 vecieus ways they _ 

A thouſand various wiſhes. 


For oh ! that form fo heavealy fair, | 
Thoſe languid eyes ſo ſweetly ſmiling, 


| Thr ane, and model wie, 


So fatally beguiling. \ 


| Thy every look, and every grace, 
So charm whene'er I view thee ; 


| Till death o'ertake me in the chace, 


| Still will my hopes purſue thee. 

4 Then when my tedious hours are paſt, | 

| Be this laſt bleſſing given, | 

| Lowat thy focr to brontke ney lad. 
And die in fight of heaven. 5 


4 10 . M M. 
Tune, Rantirg roaring vi. 


MART. thy graces and glances, 
0 Thy ſmiles fo L 


And choughts ſo divinely harmonious 
Clear wit * f 
2 


5 


90 $ 0nS 4 


But ſay not thouꝰlt imitate angels; 
Ought fairer, though ſcarcely, ah me 


Can be found equalizing thy merit, 


A match amongſt mortals for thee. 


Thy many fair beauties ſhed fires 
May warm up ten thouſand to love, 

Who deſpairing, may fly to ſome other, 
While I may deſpair, but ne'er rove. 

VWhat a mixture of fighing and joys 
This diſtant adoring of 1 thee, 


Gives to a fond heart too aſpiring, 


Who loves in ſad ſilence like me? 


Thus looks the poor beggar on treaſure, 
And ſhipwreck'd, on landſkips on ſhore : 


Be ſtill more divine and have pity ; 
5 I die foon as hope is no more. | 


Tor, MART, my ſoul is thy captive, 


Nor love, nor expects to be free; 
Thy beauties are ſetters delightful, 


Thy Nay” ry's a Pleaſure to me. 


Seesen 


This is no mine ain Houſe. 


HIS is not mine ain houſe, 

ken by the rigging o't; 
Since with my love I've changed VOWS, 

I dinna like the big ping o't, 
For now that I'm young Robic's bride, 
And miltreſs of his fire-ſide, | | 
Mine ain houſe I'll like to guide, 

And pleaſe me with the trigging o't. 


Then ſarewell to my father's houſe, 


1 gang where love invites me; 


The ſtricteſt duty this allows, ” 


When love with honour meets me. 
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When Hymen moulds us into ane, | 

My Rob:c's nearer than my kin, 

And to refuſe him were a ſin, 
Sac lang's he kindly treats me. 

When I'm in mine ain houſe, 

True love ſhall be at hand ay, 


A To make me ſtill a prudent ſpoule, 


And let my man command ay ; 

| Avoiding ilka cauſe of ſtrife, 

The common pcit of married life 
That makes ane wearied of his wife, 

And breaks the kindly band ay. 


| 200000000 $44444>000000000% | 
 Fint a Crum of thee ſhe faws. 


R ETURN hameward, my heart again, 
And bide where thou waſt wont to be, 


' Thou art a fool to ſuffer pain 


| For love of ane that loves not thee : 
Muy heart, let be fic fantafic, 
Love only where thou haſt good cauſe ; 
Since ſcorn and liking ne'er agree, 
The fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


To what effect ſhouldſt thou be thrall ? 
Be happy in thine ain free · will, 

My heart, be never beſtial, 
e. 
At hame with me then tarry ſtill, 
And ſee wha can beſt play their paws, 
And let the filly fling her fill, 
For int a crum of thee ſhe ſaws. 


| Though ſhe be fair, I will not fenzy, 


She's of x kind with mony mae; 
For why, they are a ſelon menzy 
That ſeemeth good, and are not fac, | 
2 


* 
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My heart, take neither ſturt nor wat 
For Meg, for Maryjory, or Mauſe, 
But be thou blyth, and let her gae, 


For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Remember, how that Medea 
Wild for a fight of Jan gaed, © 
Remember, how young Creffida 
Left Troilus for Diomede ; 
Remember Helen, as we read, = 
Brought Troy from bliſs unto bare waws : 
Then let her gae where ſhe may ſpeed, 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 


Becauſe ſhe aid I took it ill, 

For her depart my heart was fair, 
But was beguil'd ; gae where ſhe will, 
Beſhrew the heart that firſi takes care : 

But be thou merry late and air. 


This is the final end and clauſe, 


And let her feed and fooly fair, 


For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. 
Ne'er dunt again within my breaſt, 


Ne'er let her li js the wen ee. 


Nor i 


Dr 
She ks as gif I mean'd her ill, 
When glaicks paughty i in her braws ; 

Now let her ſnirt and fyke her fill, | 
For fint a crum of thee ſhe faws. Z. 


Ane eee 


To Mrs. E. C. 
Tune, Sae merry as aue have been. 
T OW Phebrs advances on high 


Nae footſteps of winter are feen: 
Ihe birds carrol ſweet in the ſky, 


And lambkins dance reels on the greed. 


r 
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We wander for pleaſure and health, 


| Where buddings and bloſſoms appear, 


Giving proſpects of joy and wealth. 


| View ilka gay ſcene all around, 


are, and that promiſe to be; 
Yet in them a' naething is found 
Sae perfect, Eliza, as thee. 
Thy een the clear fountains excell, 
Thy locks they out- rival the grove 


| When Zephyrs thus pleaſingly fell. 


Ilk wave makes a captive to love. 


The roſes and lilies combin'd, 

And flowers of maiſt delicate hue, 
Ey thy check and dear breaſt are ovt-ſhin'd, 
Their tinctures are naething ſae true. 

What can we compare with thy voice? 
And what with thy humour ſae ſweet ? 


8 Nae muſic can bleſs with fic joys ; 


Sure angels are juſt ſae complete. 


Fair bloſſora of ilka delight, 


Whole beauties ten thouſand out-ſhine ; 


Thy ſweets ſhall be laſting and bright, 


2 


T Ye pow who have given fic charms 8 


To Eliza. your image | 
O ſave her frac all human harms ! 
And make her hours happily flow. 


* 


Ny HEN Itvink on my ha. 
J ſigh and am ſad, 


? For now he is far frac me. 


% 4000000004 : 
| My Dach forbad, my Minny forked. J 
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My dady was harſh, 
9 1 
im vont 
_—— | 
That made him look blate ; 
And yet a brave lad is he. 
Gin ſafe he come hame, 


In ſpite of my dame, 


He'll ever be welcome to me. 


Love ſpeers nae advice 
Of parents o'er wiſe, 
That have but ae bairn like me, 
That looks upon caſh, 
2424s naething but traſh, 
That ſhackles what ſheu'd be 3 
ee e 
Not ae penny had, 


Since qualities better has he; 


Abeit I'm an heireſs, 
I think it but fair is, 


To love him, fince he loves me. 


Then, my dear Jamie, 
To thy kind Jeanie, 
Haſte, rr 
To her wha can find 
Nae eaſe in her mind, 


Without a blyth fight of thee. 


Though my dad forbad, 
And my — 


Forbidden n 


For ſince thou alone 
My favour haſt won, 
Nane elſe ſhall e er get it _w: - 


Yet them Pll not 
Or without their om 


te my band as a wiſe to hee: 


© SON 64 
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Be content with a heart, 
That can never deſert, 
Till they ceaſe to oppoſe or be. 


My parents may prove 
Yet friends to our love, 


When our firm reſolves they ſee ; 
Then I with pleaſure 
Will yield up my treaſwe 
And a' that love orders to thee. 


— 


Tune, Steer her up, and haud ber gau 


5 01 Steer her up, and haud her gawn, 
Her mither's at the mill, jo; 


ut gin ſhe winna tak a man, 
E'en let her tak her will, jo. 


= 


b Pray thee, lad, leave filly baking, 


| _ Caſt thy cares of love away; 
Let's our ſorrows drown in drinking, 
Iis daffin langer to delay. 


See that ſhining-glaſs of _ 
How invitingly it 
Take it aff, and let's have mair o't, 
Pox on fighting, trade and books. 
Let's have pleaſure while we're able, 
Bring us in the meikle bowl, 
Plac't on the middle of the table, 
And let wind and weather gowl. 


Call the drawer, let him fill it 
Fou, as ever it can hold: 


| Otak tent ye dinna ſpill it, 


*Tis mair precious far than geld 


By you've drunk a dozen bumpers, 


Bacchus will begin to prove, 


1 . Spite of Venus and her Mumpers, 


F 


ter” APES 
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Sir, ye appear 2 


| Clout the Caldron. 
AVE you any pots or pans, 
Or any broken chandlers ? 


I am a tinkler to my trade, 
And newly come frae Flanders, 


As ſcant of ſiller as of grace, 
Diſbanded we've a bad run; 


Gar tell the Lady of the place, 
I'm come to clout her caldron. 


Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 
Madam, if you have wark for me, 


I'll do't to 


your contentment, 


And dinna care a ſingle flie 
For ey nan elmo; = 
| For lady fair, though I appear 


To ev'ry ane a ti 


Yet to yourſel I'm bauld to tell, | 
I am a gentle jinker. 


Fa adrie, Aale, Mak, &c. 


Love Jupiter into a ſwan 


Turn'd for his lovely Leda ; 


He like a bull o'er meadows ran, 


To carry aff E 


| uropa. 
Then may not I, as well as he, 


To cheat your Argo, blinker, 


And wia your love, like mighty Jeve 


Thus hide me in a tinkler 
Fa adrie, didle, didle, the. 


cunning man, 
But this fine plot you'll fail in, 


For there is neither pot nor pan 


Of mine you'll drive a nail in. 


Then bind your budget on your back, 


And nails up in your apron, 
For I've a tinkler under tack 
That's uſ'd to clout 1 Aa caldron. 


| Fa adrie, didle, didle, &c. 
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The Mal- Man. 


1 mak. man comes on Monden, 
He craves wonder fair, 
Cries, Dame, come ge me my filler, 

Or malt ye fall ne er get mair. 

I took him into the pantry, 
And gave him ſome good cock-broo, 
Syne paid lum upon a gantree, | ; 
As hoſtler wives ſhould do. | 


When malt-men come for filler, 

And gaugers with wands o'er ſoon, 

Wives, tak them a' down to the cellar, 

And clear them as I have done. 

This bewith, when cunzie is ſcant - o 
Will keep them frac making din, 

The knack 1 learn > ———— 
The ſnackeſt of a' my kin. 


The malt-man is right cunni þ 

| But I can be 4 4 "Ss 

And he may crack 7 Uis winning, 
When he clears ſcores with me: 

For come when he likes, I'm _ ; 
Bat if frac hame 1 be, 

Let him-wait on our kind lady, 
She'll anſwer a bill for me. 


$#30+$4+$42204044+004 
Bonny BESs 8 v. 


Tone, Beſy's Haggies, 


- Brier: beauties ſhine ſae bright, 
Were her many 8 fewer, 
dhe wad ever give deligh 


[ And in traniport m 


we view — 


| Virtue, which thy mind diſcloſes, 


j 
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Bonny Befj, thee alane 
Love 1, naething elſe about thee; 
With thy comelineſs I'm tane, 
— he Miko thee. 


I. 

He e het as his neon, 
Ofher ſweets can ne'er be cloy'd. 

My dear Bei, when the roſes | 
Leave thy cheek, as thou growlt aulder, 


Will keep love frac growing caulder. 


|  BESSY's tocher is but ſcanty, 


Yet her face and ſoul diſcovers 
Theſe inchanting ſweets in plenty 
Muſt intice a thouſand lovers. 


It's not money, but a woman | 


Of a tranper kind and ealy, 


\Perted things can noughn but teaze ye. 


ry 


| A H 


Which Flora had adorned 


In raiment fair; now every thing 


The rage or wir Saeed: py 


Icaft —_—_— 


And drawing nigh, I heard him cry, 


Ah! omnia vincit amor. 


| Upon his breaſt he lay along, 


Hard by a murm'ring river, 


And — his doleful ſong 


Wah fighs he did deliver, | 


1 = I Þ wm: 
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Ah! Jeary's ſace has comely grace, 
Her locks that thine like lammer, 
With burning rays have cut my day $3 


For 61214414 a ar. 


Her glancy een like comets ſhine, 

The morning ſun ont-thining, 

Have caught my heart in Czpid's net, 
And make me die with pining. 

Durk 1 complain? Nature's to . 
So curioufly to frame her, . 
Whoſe beauties rare make me with care 

Cry, onnia vincit amor. 


Le cryſtal fireams that frriftly glide, 

Be partners of my mourning, 

Je fragrant fields and meadows wide, 
Condemn her for her ſcorning : 

Let every tres a w:tneſs be, 

Hou juſily i may blame her; 

Le chanting birds, note theſe my words, 


Ahl omnia vircit amor. 


Had ſhe been kind as ſhe was fair, 

She long had been admir'd, 

And been ador'd for virtues rare, 
Wh' of life now makes me lir'd. 

Thus ſaid, his breath began to ſail, 
He could not ſpeak, but ſtammer, 

He ſigh'd full ſore, and ſaid no moe, 


But omnia vincit amor. 


When I obſerv'd him næar to death, 
I run in haſte to ſave hun, 
But quickly he reſign'd his bre: ith, 
So deep the wound love gave l. im. 
Now for her ſake this vow III 8 
My tongue ſhall ay deſame her 
| While on dis herſe I'll write this verſe, 
Ah! 6nd Viiictt air. 


Vol. L IL. 
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Straight I conſider'd in my mind ä Fn | 
Upon the matter rightly, 5 


5 | And found, though Cupid he be blind, 7 
= e proves in pith molt mighty. A 
i; For warlike Afar, and thund'rir.g Jure, 1 
1 And /:/.az with his hammer, er 

; Vid ever prove the {laves of 2 [NY 
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bh Hence we may ſee th' effects af love, 
F Which gods and men keep under, 
That nothing can his bonds : remove, 
Or torments break aſunder : 
Nor wile, nor ſool, need go to ſchool, 
To lrarn this ſrom his grammar; 3 | _ 
His heart's the book, where he's to look, 
For omni vincit iter. Q. Fo 


5 Type auld Wife beyont the Fre. 
j 1 


T HERE was a wiſe won' d in a ho 
And the had dochters nine or ten, 


BS 


$ Tha: ſought the houſe baith but and den. | 
Ik To find their mam a ſniſhing. 8 1 
3 The auld wife becut the fire, — 5 1 
The auld _ anigſt the fire, | | Aa 
| | The auld wife aber the fre, 1 She 
| She die. 8 act of fuiſtui g. 1 
II. 


Her mill into ſome hole had fawn, 


Whatrecks, quoth ſhe, let it be gawn, = 

' For I maua hae a young — N. 

| 92 turniſh me with ſryſtine 4 
4 Tae aul a, „ 

N , « 


| ; | "HR | 
er eldeſt dochter taid right baul !, 

Fy, mother, mind that now ye're auld, 

And if ye with a younker wald, 


He'll waſte away your ſaiſhing 
The auld wiſe, &. 


IV. 

The youngeſt dochter ga'e a ſliout, 
O mother dear! your teeth's a' out, 
Beſides ha'f blind, you have the gout, 

Your mill can haud nae faking. 
The auld * „ 
V. 
Ye lied, ye limmers, cries auld mums 
For I hae baith a tooth and ſtump, 


And will nae langer live in — 


By wanting of my ſniſhing. 
353 The auld wife, &c. 


VI. 
 Thole ye, ſays Peg, that pauky Nor, 
Mother, if you can crack a nut, 


Then we will a' conſent to it, 
- Vos wow Theol? Hows e fill 


| 2 = — þ 
3 VII. 

The auld ane did agree to that, 
And they a piſtol · bullet gat; 
She powerfully began to crack, 

To won herſell a a — 
The gull wife, Kr 1 w 
4 2 


1 BO 


ts oe 


| Wite, Sniſhing, in is literal meaning, is muff made f 
Tobacco; but, in this ſong, it means ſometimes 
, contentment, a huſband, love, money, G.. 


* 
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- And 'tween her gums ſac ſqueeze and row'r, MW 
While frae her jaws the flaver flow'd, | L 


And ſyne poor ſtumpy was at eaſe, 


A ſſoon as ye're paſt mark of mouth, 
| Ne'er do what's only fit for youth, 


10 " . 1 
vin. 


Braw ſport it was to ſce her chow't, 


And ay ſhe curs'd poor PT. 
| The auld wife, &c. 


IX. 
At laſt ſhe gae a deſpcrate ſqueez, 
Which brak the lang tooth by the nezz; 


But ſhe tint hopes of ſniſhing. 
Tue auld wife, &c. 
X. 
| She of thetaſk began 10 tire, 
And frae her dochters did retire, 
Syne lean'd her down ayont the fire, 
And died for lack of iniſhing. 
The auld wife, &c. 


xi. | 
Te auld wives, notice well this truth, 


And leave 2 11. * - -C * <&® 8 | . 


„gute 9117: 
Eliſe like this wif: beyont the fires. 
Your bairus againſt zau will cui: ſpire 3 
Mer will ze get, unleſt ye hire, 
A 2 with your ſniſhirg. Q. 
2434+ er 
ede neee, 


TI nover love thee more. 


Y far and only love, I pray, 
| That little world of thee, 
Be govern'd by no other ſway, 
But pureſt monarchy ; 


<1 


But gainſt my batt'ries if I find 
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For if confuſion have a part, 
Which virtuous ſonls abhor, 


xu call a ſynod in my heart, 


And never love _ more. 


"Aa 1 will reign _ | 
My thoughts did evermore diſdain 
A rival on my throne. 


. He either fears his fate too much, 


Or his deſerts are ſmall, 
Who dares not put it to the touch, 
o gain or loſe it all. 


But I will reign, and govern Rill, 
And always give the law, 5 
And have euch ſubject at my will, RD 

And all to ſtand in aw : 


Thou ſterm or vex me ſore, 


| As if thou ſet meas a blind, 


I'll never love thee more. 


And in the empire of thy heart, 
Where I ſhould folet; be, 

If others do pretend a part, 

Or dares to ſhare with me: 


Or committees if thou erect, 


Or go on ſuch a ſcore, 
In ſmiling mock at thy neglect, 
And never love thee more. 


But if no ſaithleſs action Rain 
Thy love and conftant word. 
II make thee famous by my pen, 

And glorious by my ſword. 


| Ti ferve thee in ſuch noble ways, a 


As ne'er was known beſore; 
FI deck and crown thy head with bax- 
And dove cher more and more. 
1 3 
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The Blackbird. 


P © N a fair morning for ſoft recreation, 
I heard a fair lady was making her moan, 
With ſigliing and ſobbing, and fad }:mentation, 
Say ing, My blackbird moſt ro; al is flown, 
Ny thoughts they deceive nie, 
Reflexions do grieve mc, | 
And I am o'erburden'd with ſad 8 3 
Vet, iſ death ſhould blind . 
| As true love inclines me, 
My LIicthird I'll ſæek out, wherever he be. 


Once in fair England my Hackh ir! ; 4 ouriſh, 
He was the chief flower that i: lid ipring ; - 


Prime ladies of honour his perſon did nouriſh, 


Becauſe he was the true ſon of a king: 
But ſince that falſe fortune, 
Which ſtill is uncertain. 


Has cauſed this parting between him and me, 


His name I'll advance 
In Spain and in-France, 


And ſcek out my L A hird, wherever he be. 


The birds of the ſoreſt all met together. 
The turtle has choſen to dwell with the dove; 
And I am reſolv'd in foul or fair weather, 
Once in the ſpring to ſeek ou: my love. 
He's all my heart's treaſure, 
My joy and my pleaſure; 


And juſtly (my love) my heart follows thee, 


Who art conſtant and kind, 
And courageous of mind, 


All bliſs on my Hackbird, wherever he be. 


In £-gland my blackbird and I were together, 
Where he was fill noble and gen'rous of heart, 


Ah! wo to the time that firſt he went thither, 
Alas! be vas forc'd from thence to depart. 


* 
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In $c;!/and he's deem'd, | 
And highly eſteem'd, : 
In England lie ſeemethi a ltranger to be; 
Yet his fame ſhall remain, . 
In France and in ain: 
All bliſs to my tas 4. ra, wherever he be. 


What if the ſowler my Jlacltird has taken, 
Then ſighing and ſobbiug will be all my tune ; 
But iſ he is ſafe, I'll not be forſaken, vo 
And hope yet to ſee him in Moy or in June. 
For him through the fire, 
Through mud and tarough mire, 
rl d go; ; for I love him to ſuch a degree, 
Who is conſtant and kind, 
e And noble of mind. 
; Defervivg all bleſſings, wherever he be. 


It is not the ocean can fright me with danger, 
Nor though like a pilgrim, I wander forlorn, 
I may meet with friendfuip of one is a ſtranger, 
More than of one that in Britain is born. 
I pray heaven ſo ſpactous, 
To Britain be gracious, 
Tho- ſome there be odious to both tim and me, 
Yet joy and renown, 
And laurels ſhall crown _ 
1 Blackbird with honour, wherever he be. 


Tal your ad cloak . you, 
N winter when the rain rain'd cauld, © 
And froſt and maw on ilka hill, 
And Boreas, with his blaſts ſae bauld, 
Was threat'ning a“ our ky to kill: 


2 Then Bell, my wife, wha loves na lirife, 


She ſaid to me right haſtily, 
Get up, goodman, fave Cromy's life, 
And tak your auld cloak about ye. 
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My Cremie is an uſeful cow, | 
And ſhe is come of a good kine; 


Aft has ſhe wet the bairns mou, 


And I am laith that ſhe ſhon'd tyne 
Get up, goodman, it is fou time, 
The fun ſhines in the lift ſac hie; 
Sloth never made a gracious end, 


Go tak your auld cloak about ye. 


_ My clo:k was anes a good grey cloak, | 


When it was fitting for my wear; 
But now it's ſcantly v worth a groat, 
For 1 have worn't this thirty year; 
Let's ſpend the gear that we have won, 

We hitle ken the day we'll die: 


Then I Il be proud, fince I have forn, : 


To have a new cloak about nie. 


: In days when. our king Ribert rang, 
His rrews they coſt but ha'f 2 crown; 


He ſaid, they were a groat o er dear, 
And call'd the taylor thief and loun. 

He was the king that wore a crown, 
And thou'rt a man of laigh degree, 


Tis pride puts a' the country down, 


Sae tak thy auld cloak about thee. 


Every land has its ain laugh, 
Ilk kind of corn it has its hool ; 
I think the warld is a' run wrang, 
When ilka wiſe her man wad rule; 
Do ye not ſee Roh, Fock, and Hub, 
As they are girded gallantly, 
While I fit hurklen in the aſc, 
I'll have a new cloak about me. 


Goodman, I wat tis thirty years, 
Since we did ane anither ken; 
And we have had between us twa, 
Of lads and donny laſſes den 
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Now, they are women grown and men, 
I wiſh and pray well may they be; 
And if you prove a good huſband, 

I 'en tak your auld cloak about ye. 


Bell, my wife: ſhe loves na ſtrife; 
But ſhe wad guide me, ii ſhe can, 
And to maintain an euly lie, 
I aft mann yield, thongh I'm goodman. 
Nouglt's to be won at woman's hand, 
Unleſs ye give her a the plea; 
Then I'll leave aff where I began, 
And tak my auld cloak about me. 


4+ — $4440 - 
Tue Qeadruple Alliance. 


Tane, Focky biyth and gap. 


98 FT, $arcdy, Young, and Cay, 
| Are ſtill my heart's delight. 5 — 


II ſing their fangs by day, 5 
And read their tales ac n: pt, 
It frae their books 1 be, 
»Tis dulneſs then with me; 
But when theſe ſtars appear, 
Jokes, ſmiles, and wit ſhine clear 


Swift with uncommon ſtile, 

And wit that flows with eaſe 

Inſtructs us with a ſmile, 

And never fails to pleaſe. 
Bright Sandy gladly ſings 
Of heroes, Gol, and kings: 
He well deſerves the bays, 
And every Briton's praile. 


RET ES 3 © 


While thus our Homer ſhines : 
Yung, with Horacian flame, 


| Corres theſe falſe defigns 


We puſh in love of fame. 
Blyth Gay in pawky ſtrains, 
Makes villains, clowns, and ſwains 
| Reprove, with biting leer, 
| Thoſe in a higher ſphere. 
Swift, Sandy, Trung, and Gay, 
Long may you give delight; 


Loet all the dunces bray, 

- You're far above their ſpite: 
Such, from a malice ſour, 
Write nonſenſe, lame and poor, 
Which never can ſucceed, 
For, who the traſh will read? 


END OF THE FIRST PART, 
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Sbe lang 2— 2 attention gave, 
And charms on charms eſpies : 


Ther all in rattures falls a flave, 


B:th to her voice and EEE. 
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A SONG. 


. Tune, 70 my Love were in a Air. 


B LEST as the immortal gods is le, 
1 T he youth who fondly ff ft 55 J by bee, 
Aud hears and fees thee all the awhile 
Sefily ſpeak, and fweetly frile, Se. 
So ſpoke and ſmil'd the eaſtern maid ; 
Like thine, ſeraphic were her charms, 
That in Circaſiau's vineyards ſtray' d, 
And bleſt the wiſeſt monarch's arms. 


A thouſand fair of high deſert, 
Strave to enchant the amorous king; 
But the Circaſſian gain'd his heart, 
And taught the royal bard to fins. 
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But while each charm our boſom fires, 
"Words ſeem too few to ſound her praiſe. 


To paint ſurpaſſes human {kill : 
Let feraphs fircg her if they vill. 
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And nc for the dargers attending on weir, 


May be to return to Lacl aber no more. 


| Though loudeſt of thunder on 1-uder waves roar, 


Buy eaſe that's inplorions, no fame can be gain'd. 
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Clarinda thus our ſang inſpires, 
And claims the ſmooth and higheſt lays, 


Her mind in ev'ry grace complete, 
Her majeſty, mixt with the ſweet, 
Whilſt wond'ring with a raviſh'd eye, 


We all that's perſect in her view, - | 


Viewing a ſiſter of the ſky, 
To whom an adoration's due 


% RN © 1 
Tune, Lichaber no mere. 


L ARE WII I. to K and Gwen my Jean, 
Where heartſome with thee I've mony day been; 

For Lec haber no more. Lechaber no more, 

We'll may be return to Lecſaber no mere. 

Theſe tears that I ſhed, they are a“ for my dear, 


Though bore on rough ſeas to a far bloody ſhore, 


Though hurricanes riſe, and riſe ev 'ry wind, 
They'll ne'er make a tempeſt like that in my mind. 


That's naething like leaving my love on the ſhore. 
To leave thee behind me. my heart is ſair pain'd, 


And beauty and | love's the reward of the brave, 
And I muſt deferve it before J can crave. 


Then glory, my Jean, maun plead my excuſe, 1 
Since honour cone, a. c, how can 1 r 


| But ay ſhe wail'd her wretched life. 
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Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee, 


And without thy favour I'd better not be. 


I gac then, my laſs, to win honour and ſame, 
And if I ſhonld luck to come glorionfly hame. 

I'll bring a heart to thee with love running 0o'rr, 
And then PI leave thee and Leclaber no more. 


erer 


Toe auld Goodman. 


ATE in an evening forth I went, 
A little before che ſun gaed dowr, 


And there I chanc'd by accident, 


To light on a battle new begun. 
A man and his wife was ſa'n in a ſtriſe, 


I canna well tell you how it began ; 


And ery d ever, Alake, my auld goodman. 


H E. 
Thy aul goodman that thou tells of, 
The country kens where he was born, 


| Was hut a ſilly poor vagabond, 


And ilka ane leugh him to ſcorn; 


For-he did ſpend, and make an end 


Of gear that his fore-fathers wan, 
He gart the poor ſtand frae the door, 
Sae tell nae mair of thy auld goodman. 


S H E. 
My heart, alake, is liken to break, 
When I think on my winſome 7:þr, 
His blinken eye, and gate ſac free, 
Was naething like thec, thou doſen'd 4 


His roſie face, and flaxen hair, 


And a ſkin as white as ony ſwar. 

Was large and tall, and comely withal, 
And thou' lt never be like my auld goodmar. 
„ NM 
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H E 

W hy doſt thou pleen ? ? I thee maintain, 

For meal and mawt thou diſna want; 
Hut thy wild bees I canna pleaſe, 
Now when our gear *gins to grow ſcant. 
Ot houſchold ſtuff thou haſt enough, 

Thou wants for neither pot nor pan; 

Of ſiclike ware he left thee bare, 
| Sas tell nac mair of thy auld goodman. 


5 S H E. 
Yes, I may tell, and fret my ſell, 
Too think on theſe blyth | hey 1 had, 


| When he and 1 together lay 


In arms into a well-made bed: 
But now I ſigh and may be ſad, 
Thy courage is cauld, thy colour wan, 


Thou falds thy feet, and ſa's aſleep. 


And thou'lt ne'er be like my auld goodman. 


Then coming was the night ſae dark, 
And gane was a' the light o' day; 
The carl was fear'd to mils his mark, 
And therefore wad nae langer ſtay, 


Then up he gat, and he ran his way, 
I trowe the wile the day ſhe wan, 


And ay the o'crword of the fray | 
: Was ever, Alale, my auld 2 goodiman. Z. 


A eee 
S- 0 8. 
Tune, Valiaut 70 CKY. 


| On aA be.:utiful, but wry Jou Lady. 
> EAUTY from fancy takes its arms, . 
And ev'ry common face ſome brealt may move 


Some in a look, a ſhape, or air find charms, 
To juilify their choice, or boaſt their lovs. 
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But had the great A pelle ſeen that ſace, 
When he the Cyprian goddeſe drew, 
He had neglected all the famale race. 
Thrown his firſt enn, by, and copied _ 
In that deſign, 
Great nature would combine 
To fix the Randard of her ſacred coin: 
The charming figure had enhanc'd his PLAY 
And ſhrines been rais'd to Seraßbiua name. 


1 
But ſince no o painter e*er conld take 
That face which baſſles all his curious art 


And he that ſtrives the bold attempt'to make, 


As well might paint the ſecrets of the heart; 


O happy glaſs, I'll thee prefer, : 
Content to be, like thee, inanimate, -_ 


Since only to be los os by her, | 


A better life and metion would create. 


Her eyes would inſpire, 
And like Prometheus? fire, 
At once inform the piece and give deſire, 
The charmi ng phantom I would graſp, and W 
Oer al the orb, though in that moment die. 
* ik 
I's Dar deviates nr the den, 


Whaſe charms are fading, and ſubmit to time ; 3 
The graces which from them it ſteals awa;, 
it with a laviſh hand ſtill adds to thine. 


The Cod of loves in atubuſh hes, 


And with his arms ſurrounds the fair, 
He points his conquering arrows in theſe eves, 
Then hangs a ſharp ned dart at every hair. 
As with fatal (kill, 
Torn which way you will, 
Like Eden“ — ſword each way yon kill ; 
So rip*ning years improve rich nature's ſtore, 
. „ . 
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Lafs with a Lump of Land. 


IE me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And we tor lite ſhall gang thegither, 
Though daft or wiſe, I'll never demand, 
Or black or fair, i it makſna whether. 
I'm aff with wit, and beauty will fade, 
And bloom alane is na worth a ſhilling, 


Bur the that's rich, her market's made, 


For ilka charm about her is killing. 


Gi'e me a laſs with a lump of land, 
And in my boſom Ill hug my treaſure ; 


Gin I had anes her gear in my hand, 
Should love turn dowf, it will find pleaſure. 
Laugh on wha likes, but there's my hand, 


I hate with poortith, though bonny, — 
land, | 


Unleſs they bring caſh, or a lump of 
The y'ſe never get me to dance to their fiddle. 


| There's meikle good love in bands and bags, 


And filler and gowd's a ſweet complexion z 


But beauty and wit, and virtue ia rags, 


Favre tint the art of gaining affection; 
Love tips his arrows with woods and parks, 


And caſtles and riggs, and muirs and meadows. 
And naething can catch our modern ſparks, 


But well tocher'd laſſes, or — widows. 
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The Shepherd A DON1>. 


” 0 
H E 8 Adonis 
Being weary'd with ſport, 
He, for a retirement, 
To the woods did reſort. 
He threw by his club. 
And he laid himſelf down; 


H- envy' d no monarch, 


Nor wilh'd for a crowns 
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He drank of the burn, 

And he ate frac the tree, 
Himſelf he enjoy'd, 

And frac trouble was free. 
He wiſh'd for no nymph, 

never fac fair, 

Had nae love nor ambition, 
And therefore no care. 


But as he lay thus 


In an ev'ning ſae clear, 
A heav'nly ſweet voice 
Sounded ſaft in his ear; 


Pn. 

And found wha was there, 

He was quite confounded | 

Jo ſee her ſae fair: 

He ſtood like a ſtatue, 

1 Not a foot cou'd he move, 

Nor knew he what griev'd him; 

. „„ 
V. 

The nymph ſhe beheld him 
With a kind modeſt grace, 
veckig nating Gas plonfes her 

Appear in his face, 

With bluſhing a little 

| She to him did ſay, 
Ga os wont ye, 
How came you this way ? 
M 2 
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His ſpirits reviving, 
le to herreply'd, 
I was ne'er ſae ſurpris'd 
At the ſight of a maid, 
Until 1 beheld thee 
From love I was free: 
But now I'm ta'en captive, 
My taveſt, by thee, 


The Cour l a I N T. 
To B. I. G. 
Tune, When abſent, &Cc. 
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HEN abſent from the nymph Ihre, 
I'd fain ſhake off the chains I wear; 


But hüllt I ſtrive theſe to remove, 
More fetters I'm oblig'd to bear. 
My capuv'd 1 day and night 
Fairer and fairer repreſents 
Belin la form'd for dear delight, 


But cruel cauſe of my complaints. 


All day I wander through the groves, 
And ſighing hear tom ev'ry tree 
The happy birds chirping their loves, 

_ Happy, compar'd with lonely me. 
When gentle fleep with balmy wings 
To reſt fans ev'ry weary'd wight, 

A thouſand fears my fancy brings, 

Sleep flies, while like the goddeſs fair, 
And all the in her N 

With melting feiles and killing 
3 fl Ds; — 

A while my mind delighted flies 

o all her ſweets with thirling joy, 
Whilit want of worth makes doubts ariſe, 


Wr 
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Thus while my thoughts are fix'd on her, 
l'm all o'er tranſport and deſire; 
My pulie beats high, my cheek appears 

All roſes, and mine eyes, all fire. 
When to myſelf I turn my view, . 

My veins grow chill, my cheek looks wan: 
Thus whilſt my fears my pains renew, 1 

I ſcarcely look or move a man. 


$000000008kmnh $$$ $>Hocooooots.. 
The young Lafs contra auld Man. 


"HE carl he came o'er the craft, 
| And his beard new ſhav'n, | 


* He look'd at me, as he'd been daft, 


| A filler broach he gae me nieſt, 


The carl trows that I would hae him. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him ! 
Na, forſooth, 1 winna hae him! 
For a' his beard new ſhav'n, | 
Ne'er a bit will I hae him. : 


| To faſten on my curchea nooked, | _ 
I wor'd a wee upon my breaſt; | 
But ſoon, alake ! the tongue o't crooked ; | | 

And ſae may his, 1 winna hae him, | 1 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him, 1 
Ane twice a bairn's a laſſ's jeſt; I 
Sae ony fool for me may hae him. . | 
1 


The carl has na fault but ane 5 


For he has land and dollars plenty ;- 
But wa's me for him! ſkin and bane 
Is no for a plump laſs cf twenty. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him, 
What ſignifies his dirty riggs, 
And cafh, without a man with them? 
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Since nature made thee to be kind, 


Nature and reaſon's j 
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But ſhou'd my cankard dady gar 
Ne tak him gainſt my inclination, 


1 warn the fumbler to beware, 


That antlers dinna claim their Ration. 
Howt awa, I winna hae him? 
Na, forſooth, I winna hae him! 5 — 
I'm fle: d to crack the haly band, | 
Sac lawty ſays, I ſhou'd na hae him. 
_VinrTvs and WIr. 
The Fra of Love and Beauty. 


Tune, Killikranky. 
HE. > 


Cr thy love, fair bluſhing maid, 


For ſince thine eye 5 — 


Thy fafter thoughts are 2 betray'd, 


And na ſays no worth tenting. 


| Why ome (0m 6d GE Be nnd, 


With words thy wiſh denying ? 


Reaſon allows. ISS 


Make love a ſacred | 


Then havgilly thet views &s fon, 


That's war' d on kind careſſing. 


Come then, my Katie, to my arms, 


I'll be nae mair a rover; 
But find out heav'n in a* thy charms, 
— LnnnNe ork = 


| SHE. 
What you deſign, by nature's law, 
Is fleeting inclination, 


8 
That Willy Wiſp bewilds us a 
By its infatuation. 


When that goes out, careſſes tire, 


And love's na mair in ſeaſon, 
r 
With all our boaked reaſon. 


end oeiod -acades 
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Girt on her mantle and her hoſe, 
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The be auties of inferior caſt 
May itart this juſt reflection; 

But charms, like thine, mann always laſl, | 

Where wit has the protection. | 
Virtue and wit, like April rays, 
Make beauty riſe the ſweeter ; 
The langer then on thee I gaze, 


My love will grow — 
e 


4 | Tune, The happy Clown. 
T was the charming month of May, 


When all the flow'rs were freſh and 8. 


One morning by the break of day, 
| Sweet Chee, chaſte and lar. 


75 From peaceful ſlumber ſhe aroſe, 5 


; And &'er the flow ry mead ſhe Boss, _ 
: To breathe a purer air. 


Her looks ſo ſweet, ſo gay her mein, 

| Her handſome ſhape, and dreſs ſo clean, 

She look'd all o'er like beauty's queen, 
Dtreſt in her beſt array. 


The gentle winds, and purling ſtream, 
| Afay'd to whiſper Ch lies name, 


| The ſavage beaſts. till then ne'er tame, 


Wild adoration pay. 


The feather'd people, one might ſee, 
| Perch'd all argund her on a tree, 
| Wich notes of ſweeteſt melody 


They act a cheerful part. 


The dull ſlaves on the toilſnme plow, 

| Their wearied necks and knees do bow, 
A glad ſubjection there they vow, * 

To pay wich all their heart. 


* 
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Mir male an a bow ſhe lays, 
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160% 8 — N GES. 
The bleating a that then came by. 
Soon as the charming ny mph they ſpy, 


They leave their bk and rueful cry, 


And dance around the brooks. 


The woods are glad, the meadows ſmile, 
And F :+ that foam'd and roar'd ere while, 


Gliccs calmly down and fmooth as oil. 


Through all its charming crooks. 


| The finny ſquadrons are content 
To leave their wat'ry element, 


I bers down 
o— 


The inſects, and each creeping thin 
 Join'd to make up the rural ring: 5 
All grid and dance, if ſhe but fing. 


OD 
Kind Phebur now began to riſe, 
And paint with red the eaſtern ſkies, 


Stuck with the glory of her eyes, 
He ſhrinks behind a cloud. 


And all her glory the difplays, 


"CO | 5 
And ſkip'd into the wood. * 
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_ Lady Awnwnrz Borner Lament. | 


A L O W. my boy, ly ſtill and ſleep, 
It gri me ſore to hear thee weep : 


If thov'lt be ſilent, I'll be glad, 


Thy mourning makes my heart full ſad, 
Balow, my boy, thy mother's joy, ; 
Thy father bred me great annoy. 


 Balow, my boy, ly till and fleep, 
It grieves me fore to hear thee weep. 
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 Balove, my darling, fleep a while, 


And when thou Walen then ſweetly ſmile ; 
But ſmile not as thy father did, 

To cozen maids, nay God forbid ; 

For in thine eve his look I ſee, 


The tempting look that ruin'd me. 


Bal.w, my bey, &c. 


When he began to court my love, 
And with his ſugar d words to move, 


His tempting face, and flatt'ring chear, 


In time to me did not appear; 


But now | ſee that cruel he 


E 


Bats SW, my boy, &c. 


Farewell, farewell, thou falſeſt youth, 
That ever kiſs'd a woman's mouth, 
Lt never any aſter me, | 
Submit unto thy courteſy : 


For, if they do, O 3 thou 
Wilt her abule, and care not how. 
Balow, my b:y, &c. 


I was too cred'lous at che firſt, 


To yield thee all a maiden durſt, 

Thou ſwore for ever true to prove, 

Thy faith uncharg'd, unchang'd thy love: 

But quick as thought the change is wrougit, 

Thy love's no more, thy piomiſe nought. 
Baliav, my boy, &c. 1 


] wiſh I were a maid again, 


* 


| From young mens flattery I' 4 refrain, 


For now unto my grief I ind, 


They all are perjur d and unkind; 


Bewitching charms bred all my harms, 


Wuneſs my babe lies in my arms. 


Balou, my bey, &c. 


I take my fate from bad to worie, 


That 1 muſt needs be now a nurie, 


14 


| 
1 
F 
> 


be; 


EY. 
7 
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And lull my young ſon on my lap. 

From me, ſweet orphan, take the pip. 

Balow, my child, thy mother mild 

Shall wail as from all blifs exll'd. 
Bali, ny Ry, Kc. 


Balow, my boy, weep not for me. | 
_ Whoſe greateſt grieſ's for wronging thee, 


Nor pity - her deſerved ſmart, 
Who can blame none but her fond heart ; 


For, too ſoon truſting lateſt finds, 
With faireſt tongues are falſe minds. 


Baltav, my boy, &c. 
Balow, my boy. thy father's fled, 


When he the thriftleſs ſon has play'd, 


Of vows and caths, forgetful he 
Prefer'd the wars to thee and me. 
But now, perhaps, thy curſe and mine 


5 : Make him eat accrns with the wine. 


Bal:;av, ag” 4 by. c. 
But curſe not him. perhaps now w he, 


Stung with remorſe, is bleſſing thee: 


Perhaps at death; for who can tell. 
Whether the Judge of heaven or hell, 
By ſome proud ioe has druck the blow, 


And laid the dear dece:ver low. 


| Bavrv, my bay. &c. 


1 with I were ins the dounds, 
Where he lies ſmother'd in his wounds, 
Repeating, as he pants for air, 


My name, whom once he call'd his ſair 


No woman's yet ſo fiercely ſet, 


But ſh Il forgive, though not ſorget. 
Bales, my Ly, Kc. 


If linen lacks, for my love's ſake, 
Then quickly to him would T mak: 


My ſmock once for his hody meet, 


And wrap hin in that winding facet. 


ts. WO. ut dt that 


he 


{| 
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Ah me! how happy had I been, 
If he had ne'er been wrapt therein? 

Balow, my boy, Kc. 


Balow, my boy, I'll weep for 8 
| Too ſoon, alake, thou'lt _ {or me: 
Thy griets are growing to a ſum, 
God — 3 when they come; 
Born to ſuſtain thy mother's ſhame, 
A hapleſs fate, a baſtard's name. 
Balow, my boy, ly till and fleep, 
It griever me 2 to hear thee werb. a I 


| 8 0 0. 


Sbe ſraiſe and loct me in. 
HE night her ſilent Cable wore, 
And gloomy were the ſkies; 
of litt ring ſtars e no more | 
| thoſe in Nellys ey i 
| When at her father's yate ＋ 1 | 
here 1 had often been, | 4 ©: 
| She, ſhrouded only with her ſmock, =” i 
Faſt locked within her cloſe embrace, ” 
| She trembling ſtood aſham'd ; 3 3 
| Her ſwelling breaſt, and glowing face, 4 
And ev'ry touch 9 ; | 4 
My eager — I obey'd, 'F 
Reſolv'd the fort to win; | * 
And her fond heart was ſoon betray 4 1 
To yield and let me in. it 
| Then, then, beyond expreſſing, 
Tranſporting was the joy ; 
I knew no greater bleſſing, 


So bleſt a man was J. FX: 
Yor. N 
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And ſhe, all raviſſi'd with delight, 
Bid me oft come again; 


And kindly vow'd, that ev'ry night 
She'd riſe and let me in. 


But ah! at laſt ſhe prov'd wich bairn, 
And fighing fat and dull, 

And I that was as much concern'd, 
Look'd Sen juſt like a fool. 

Her lovely eyes with tears ran o'er, 
Repenting her rafh ſia: . 

| She Ggh'd and curs'd the fatal hour, 

That cer ſhe loot me in. 


But who cou'd cruelly deceive, 

Or from ſuch beauty part : ) 

I lov'd her ſo, I could not leave 

The charmer of my heart; 

Zut wedded, and conceal'd our crime: 

uus all was well again, 

And now ſhe thanks the happy time Borg 
That &'er thc loot as in. A © 


Fl 
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If Levi's a fuect Paſſion, 
F love's a ſweet paſſion, why does it torment? 
If a bitter, O tell me whence comes my complaint: 
Since 1 ſuffer with pleaſure, why ſhould 1 complain, 
Or grieve at my fate, ſince I know tis in vain ? 
Yet vo plealing the pain is, ſo ſoft is the dart, 
That at once it both wounds me, and tickles my heart. 


1 graſp her hands geatly, look languiſhing down, 
And, by paſſionate — make my love known. 
But oh! how I'm bleſs'd when fo kind ſhe does prove, 
By ſome willing miſtake to diſcover her love, 
When in itriving to hide, ſhe reveals all her flame, 
And out <yes tall each ther what neither dare name. 
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How pleaſing is beauty? how ſweet are the charm: ! 
How delighttul embraces ? how peaceſul her arras ? 
Sure there is nothing ſ eaſy as learning to love ; 
Tis tanght us on earih\ and by all things above : 
And to beauty'sbright ſlandard all heroes muſt yield. 
For 'tis beauty that conquers, and wins the fair field. 


— 2 2 ** 828 * * a 122. 
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Joun OcnlLTRPE 


ONEST man, John Ochiltree ; 

Mine ain auld Jahn Ochiltree, 

Wilt thou come o'er the moor to me, 
And dance as thou was wont to do! 


SE 2 Alake, alake, I wont to do! 


Obon, ohar:! I wont to do! 
Now wont to do's away frae me, 
| Fra: filiy auld John Ochiltree. 

_ Honeſt man, John Ochiltree ; 
Mine ain auld John Ochiltree : 
Come anes out o'er the moor to me, 
And do but what thou dow to do. 
 Alake, alal⸗ I dow to do! 
_#Walaways I dowto do 
To whyft and birple Ger my tree, 

My bonny 2 ir In de 


Walaways! Jour 0. hiltree, 
For monya time I tell'd to thee, 
Thou rade ſae faft by fea and land; 
And wadna keep a bridle- hand; 
Thou'd tine the beaſt, 2 ſell wad die, 
My filly auld 724» Ochiltree. 8 
Cone to my arms, my 9 88 
Aud chear me up to hear the: ſing ; 
And tcll me oer A wwe hae done, 5 
Fer thoughts maun now my life ſiſlain. 
ny a3 


" — 
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 Gae thy ways 7 Ochiltre :e 
Hae done! it has nae ſa'r wi' me. 
111] ſet the beaſt in throw the land, 
She'll may be fa' in a better hand, 
Even fit thou there and drink thy fill, 
For I'll do as I wont to do fill. 1 


ä „„ „4 io ee. 


Tune, Jenny beguil'd the Waifter. 
Z The auld chorus. | 

Up ſtairs, down flairs, - | 
Timber ſtairs fear me. 7 


Pm lait to by a' night my lane, 
And Johnny's bed ſae near me. 


Mither dear, I *gin to fear, — 
Though I'm baith good and bonny, | 
J winna keep; for in my ficep, TE 1 
I ſtart and dream of Jabuny: | 
When 7:h-7y then comes dovrn the glen, 
Io woo me, dinna hinder; 
But with content, gi your conſent, 
For we twa nc'er can finder. 


Better to marry, than miſcarry; 
For ſhame and ſkaith's the <link o'r, 
Jo thole the dool, to mount the ſtool, 

I downa bide to think o't; | 

Sae while *tis time I'll ſhun the crime, 
That gars poor Epps whinging, 
With 32 "Bug probs r. 
To 2 the bedrals binging. 1 
Had Ey, apron bidden down, 74 If 
Ihe kirk had ne'er a kend it; os 
Bat when the word's gane thro” the town | 
Alake ? how 6 


* 


2 
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Now Tam maun face the miniſter, 
And ſhe maun mount the pillar : 

And that's the way that they maun gae, 
For poor folk has nae filler. 


Now ha'd your tongue, my feds young, 
I Repli'd Yo kindly mither, 

| Get Johnnys hand in ny band, 
-— your wealth together, 
gg yt aro if he be kind, 
| Ye'll do your part diſcreetly ; 

And prove a wife, will gar his liſe, 

| And barrel run right ſweetly. 
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"Tiki Wat ye , niet yeſtreen, &c. 

F all the birds whoſe tuneful throats 
LE Do welcome in the verdant ſpring, 

I far prefer the S!:rlirg's notes, 
And think ſhe does moſt ſweetly ſing. 
Nor thruſh, nor linnet, nor the bird, 
Brought from the far Canary coaſt, 
Nor can the nightingale afford, 


F Such melody as ſhe can boaſt. 


When Phæbuf ſouthward darts his fires, 
And on our plains he looks aſkance, 
The nightingale with him retires, 
My Stirling makes my blood to dance. 
In f pite of Hy ; nipping froſt, 
Whether the day be dark or clear, 
Shall I not to her health entoaſt, 
Who makes it ſummer all the year ? 
Then by thyſelf, my lovely bird, / 
I'll ſtroke thy back, and kiſs thy breaſt : 
And ii you'll take my honeſt word, 
Az facred as before the prick, 


1 N 2 


J 
Ii bring thee where I will deviſe 
Such various ways to pleafure thee, 


The velvet fog thou wilt deſpiſe, 
Whos on the Say Hl a9 wr. 11 


— -d „ee 3-51 | 
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. | To iti cum Tune. 


N. January laſt, 
1 On Munandy at morn, 
As through the fields I paſt, 
Io view the winter corn, 
I looked me behind, 
And ſaw come o'er the know, 

And glancing in her apron, 
With a bonny brent brow, 


I faid, Good-morrow fair maid, 

And ſhe right courteouſſy 

Return'd a beck, and kindly ſaid, 

| Grd day, ſaueet fir, to you. 

I ſpear'd, my dear, how far awa 
Do ye mtend to gae? 

Quoth ſhe, I mean a mile or twa 
Out o'er yon broomy brae. 


ME - 
Fair maid, I'm thankfu? to my fate, 

I To have fic company; 

For I'm ganging ſtraight that , 

5 Whane ye intend — gate 
When we had gane a mile or twain, 

I ſaid to her, My dow, 

May we not lean us on this plain, 
And kiſs your bonny mov”. 
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8 HE. 
Kind Sir, ye are a wee miſtane; 
For 1 am nane of theſe, 
I hope ye ſome mair breeding ken, OS. 
Than to ruffle womens claiſe : | 
For may be I have choſen ane, 
1. . And plighted | him my vow, 
| Wha may do wi' me what he likes, 
And kiſs my bonny mov”. \ 


| HE. 
Na, if ye are contracted, 
[lzhae nae mair to ſay: 
Rather th in be reed. 
| I will gie o'er the play; 
And chuſe anither will reſpect 
My love and on me re 
And let me claſp her round the neck, 
3 — kits her bonny mou'. 
5 83 11 E. - 
| 0 fir, ye are . hearted, 
And laith to he ſaid nay, 
Elle ye wad ne'er a ſtarted 
For ought that I did ſay; 
For women in th-ir modeity, 
At firſt they winna bow; 


—— 
- — 
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But if we like your company, 
We'll prove as kind as you. 2 \ 
' 9} 
+$4> = $$ 154 : 
5 
N - * 
Tune, Il never leaue thee. | 


4 
— 


FY NE day T heard Mary fa 
0 How ſhall I lcave thee ? ” 


Stay deareſt Adonis, ſtay, 
Why wilt thou grieve me? 


-4 — , - 
r —»— — 
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Alas ! my fond heart will break, 
XN ho nbd owe we. 


I 'n live and die for thy ſake ; 
Yet never leave thee. 


Say, lovely Adonis, ſay, 

Has Mary deceiv'd thee ! 
Did e'er her young heart betray 
15 New love, that bas griev'd thee 2 
Nx conſtant mind ne'er ſhall ſtray, 
2 

| e thee, t and 

A He Gay, 


Atonis, my charming youth, 
What can relieve thee ? 


Can Mary thy ſooth! 
| This breaft ſha receive thee. . 
My paſhen can ne'er decay, 
Never deceive thee: 
Delight ſall drive pain away, 

| Pleaſure revive thee ? 


But leave thee, leave thee, lad, 

How ſhall I leave thee? 

O! that thought makes me ſad, 
I'll never leave thee. 

Where would my Adonis fly ? 
Why does he 


S 
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— Cam me ambiebas, 
Videri folebas 
Aincrii negatiis apt us ; 
As fattus maritus, 
In lets fopitus — 


Szmend e, haud amore, tu captus. 


O fleepy body, 
And drowiſy body, 
O wiltuna waken and turn thee : 
Jo drivel and draunt, 
While I ſigh and gaunt, 
Gives me good reaſon to ſcorn thee. 


When thou ſhouldſt be kind, 
Thou turns ſleepy and blind, 
And ſnotters and ſnores far frac me. 
Wae light on thy face, 
Thy drowſy embrace 5 8 
| Is enough to gar me betray thee. | . 
= ks wa VT 2 * 1 
General Leſaly s March to Longwaſton =_ 


Moor. 


A RC a, march, | . Fl 
Why the d— do re na march ? . — = 
Stand to your arms, my lads, = 
Fight in good order, | 6] 
Front about, ye muſketeers all, | 

Till ye come to the Eugliſh border, 4 

Stand ut, and | fight like men, * 4 


Dy True goſpel to maintain, 
1 parliament blythe to ſce us a coming, , 
When to the kirk we come, | 5 
We'll purge it ilka room, 
Frae Popiſh relicts, and a' fic innovations, 
That a' the warld may ſee, 75 
: There's nane i' the right but we, 
Of che auld S. 64% nation. 5 
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Fenny ſhall wear the hood, 
Facky the ſark of Gor; 
And the kiſt fou of whiſtles, 
That make ſic a cleiro, 
Our pipers braw,, 
Shall hae them a', 
Whate'er come on it, 
Buſk vp your plaids, my lads, 
Cock up your bonnets. 
* . &c. . - 


. G. 
Tune, PII gar ye be fain to follow me. 
HE. 
DIE u. for a while, my naive green plains, 
My neareſt relations, and neighbouring ſwains, 
Dear Nell, frac theſe I'd Rart eafily free, 
Were minutes not ages, while abſent frac thee. 


SHE. 
Than ell me the centice ham does not obey 
r 
Alake, thou deceiver, o'er plainly I ſee, 
— — 


H E. 


W is owing to fate 
That gave me a being without an eſtate, 

Which lays a neceſſity now upon me, 

To purchaſe a fortune for pleaſure to thee: 


8 HE. 


Small fortune may ſerve where love has the ſway, 


Then Johnny be counſell'd nae langer to ſtray, 
For while thou proves conſtant in kindneſs to me, 
2 I'll ay find a treaſure in thee. 

. 
O ceaſe, my dear charmer, elſe ſoon I'll betray - 
A weakneſs * and quickly give way 
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2 


To fondneſs which may prove a ruin to thas, - N 
| A pain to us baith and diſhonour to me. \ 


Bear witneſs, ye ſtreams, and witneſs, ye flowers, 
Bear witneſs, ye watchful inviſible powers, 
It ever my heart be unfaithful to thee, | 
May nacthing Propitious i eber mile upon me. 


+++++998889984-+-+-+-+ | 
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| 'N 

To the Tune of, j 


USK ye, buſt ye, my bonny bride ; 

4 Buſk ye, buſk ze, my bonny marrow ; 

| Zuſk ye, buſt ye, my bonny bride, | _ 
Buſk and go to the braes of Yarrow : 3 

There will we ſport and gather dew, 1 
Dancing while . ling the morning, : 7 

There learn frae turtles to prove true; Os : | 
O Bell, ner vex me with thy ſcorning. 


To weſtlin breezes Flora yields, 5 
And when the beams are kindly warming, 7 ö 
Blychneſs appears o'er all the fields, era be 1 
And nature looks mair freſh and charming. = 
Learn frae the burns that trace the mead, 
| Though on their banks the roſes bloſſom, 
Yet haſtily they flow to Tweed, | g 
And pour their ſweetneſs in his boſom. 
Haſte ye, haſte ye, my bonny Bell, 
Haſte to my arms, and there Vil guard thee, 
With free conſent my fears repel, | 
I'll with my love and care reward thee. 
Thus ſang I ſaftly to my fair, 
Who rais'd my hopes with kind lening. 
O queen of ſmiles, I aſk nae mair, 
Since now my bonny B:1/”; conſenting. 


— 2 
. ——— 


134 S0 N 8. 
Corn Rigs are bonny. 


Y Patie is a lover gay, 

His mind is never muddy, 

His breath is ſweeter than new hay, 
His face is fair and ruddy. 

His ſhape is handſome, middle fizez 
He's ſtately in his wawking 

The ſhining of his een ſurpriſe; 
Tis heaven to hear him tawking. 


Laſt night I met him on a bawk, 
Where yellow corn was growing, 
There mony a kindly word he ſpake, 
That ſet my heart a glowing. 
He kiſs'd and vow'd he wad be mine, 
And loo'd me beſt of ony ; : 
That gars me like to fing ſinſyne, 5 


O corn rigs are bonny. 


' Let maidens of a filly mind 
Refuſe what maiſt they're wanting, 
Since we for yielding are deſign'd, 
We chaſtly ſhould be granting; 
Then I' end marry Pate, 
And ſyde my cockernony ; 
He's free to touꝛle aire or late, 
Where corn rigs are bonny. 


EEEEEEEEEEEETEES SELSEHSSLESNSES — | 


CROMLET'Ss Lirr. 


8 IN CE thy vows, falſe maid, 

Are blown to air, 
And my yu heart betray'd _ 

To fad deſpair, | 85 


My — I will e "Y 
And thy hard at retry 83 


O cruch fair. 
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Have 1 not graven our loves 
| On every tree: 
In yonder ſpreading groves, 
Thoꝰ falſe thou be ? 
Was not a ſolemn oath 
Plighred betwixt us both, 
Thou thy faith, I my troth, 
Conſtant to be ? 


Some gloomy place I'll find, 
Some doletul ſhade, 
Where neither ſun nor wind 
E*er entrance had: 
Into that hollow cave, 
There will I ſigh and rave, 
Becauſe thou doſt bchave 
So faithleſsly. 


Wild fruit ſhall be my meat, 
I'll drink the ſprio9, 
Cold earth ſn ill be my ſeat: 

| For covering 
IU hive the ſtarry ſky | 
My head to canopy, 


1 Until my foul on high 5 Be. nt 
1 | Shall ſpr cad its wing. . | 1 
| Il have no ſuneral fire, 1 


Nor tears for me: | q 
No grave do I deſire, EE, 1 
Nor obſequies 5 
The corteous Red breaſ lie : 
With leaves will cover me, 
And lng my clegy 
With doleful voice. ” 


| And when a ghoſt I am, 

- TFH vita thee, et 
O thou deceitſul dame, | 
Whole cruelty 

Vo 'Þ 1. e 
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IIas kill'd the kindeſt heart 
Lat e' er felt Crupid®s dart, 
And never can deſert 
From loving thee. | ho. 
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We'll a' to Kelſo go 


A N 1'll awa to bonny Tauerd ſile 
And ſee my deary come throw, 
And he ſall be mine, 
5 Git ſac he incline, 
For I hate to lead pe below. 


While young and fair, 
l' make it my care, 
5 Ws 
| I'm no ſic a fool 
To let my blood cool, 


And ſyne gae apes below. 


Fe rords, bonny lad, 

Will cithly perſuade, 
Tho' ' Vluſhing, I daitly ſay, no, 

Gae on with your ſtrain, 

| And dovht not to gain, 
For I hate to lead apes below. 


Unty'd to a man, 
Do whate'er we can, 
We never can thrive or dow: 
Then 1 will do well, 
Do better wha will, 
And let them lead apes below. 


Our time is precious, : 
And Gods are gracious 


That beauties upon us beſtow ; 3 


> 
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'Tis not to be thought. 
We got them ſor nought, 
Or to be ſet up tor a fhow. 
- Tis carried by votes, 


Come kilt up your coats, 
And let us to Edinburgh go, 
Es Where ſhe that's hoany 
_ May catch a Jhny, 
And never lead apes below. 


"WILLIAS and MAnzcanzr. 


An old Baltes. 


WAS at the fearful midnight hou = 
'T When all were faſt afl-ep, 


In glided Margaret's grimly ghoſt, 
And Rood at William feet. 


Her face was pale like +. woman 
Clad in a wintry cloud ; 


And clay-cold was her lily hand 


That eld her ſable ſhroud. 


90 ſhall the faireſt face appear, 
When youth and years are flown ; 
Such is the robe that kings mult wear, 
When death has reft their crown. 


Her bloom was like the ſpringing flow's, 
| That fips the filver dew; 
The roſe was budded in der cheek, 
Juſt op'ning to the view. 


But love had, like the canker u worm, 
Caonſum'd her early prime: $ 
The roſe grew pale, and left her cheek ; | 
She dy d before her time. e 
O 2 
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Awake !—ſhe cry'd, thy true love calls, 
Come from her midnight grave; 
No let thy pity hear the maid, 
Thy love retus'd to ſave. 


This is the dumb and dreary hour, 
When injur'd ghoits complain, 

And aid the ſecret fears of night, 
To friglit ure faithleſs man. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy fault, 
Thy pledge ind broken oath, 

And give me back my maiden- vow, 
And give me back my troth. 


Dow could you ſay my face was fair, 
And yet that face forſake ? 

How could you win that virgin, heart, 
Yet leave that heart to break ? 


Why did you promiſe love to me, 
And not that promiſe keep? 
Thy ſaid yon, that my eyes roy briglt, 
Vet leſt theſe eyes to w cep? 


How could you ſwear, my lip was ſweet, 

, And made the ſcarlet pale? 

in why did I, young witleſs maid, 
t::lieve the flati'ring tale? 


TY: at! ace, alas! no more is fair; 
It lips no longer red; 

Dank are my eyes, now had in dcath, 
And ev'ry chain is fled. 


Tic hungry worm my ſiſter is; 
7 tis winding: ſheet I wear; 

Aud cold and weary laſts our night, 
Till that laſt morn appear. 


Bur hark !—the cock has warn'd me hence— 


A long and late adieu! 


2 
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Come ſee, falſe man, how low ſhe lies, 
That dy'd for love of you. 


The lark ſung out, the morning ſmil'd, 
And rais'd her gliſt'ring head; 

Pale William quak'd in ev'ry limb; 

Then, raving, left his bed. 

He hy'd him to the fatal place 1 
Where Margaret's body lay, 

And ſtretch'd him o'er the green graſs turr̃ 

That wrapt her breathleſs clay. 


And thrice he call'd on Margaret's name, 
And thrice he wept ſull ſore: 
Then laid his cheek on her cold grave, 7 

And word ſpoke never more. | 1 a 
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HE ſun was ſunk beneath the hill, 
The weſtern cloud was lin*d with gold: 
Clear was the ſky, the wind was ill, | 
The flocks were penn'd within the fold; 
When in the ſilence of the grove, 
Poor Damon thus deſpair'd of love. | { 
Who ſeeks to pluck the fragrant roſe, 1 
From the hard rock or oozy beech ; 1 
Who from each weed that barren grows, 4 
Expects the grape or downy peach? N 
With equal faith may hope to find | 
The truth of love in womankind. 


No flocks have I, nor fleecy care, 

No fields that wave with golden grain, 

No paſtures green, nor gardens fair, 
A woman's venal heart to gain. 
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Then all in vain my _ mult prove, 
Whoſe u hole eſtate, alas! is love. 


How wretched is the faichful youth, -- 
Since womens hearts are bought and fold * 
Ther aſk no vows of ſacred truth ; 
| Whene'er they gh, they tigh to gold. 
Gold can the frowns of ſ:crn remove: 
TOM ] zma ſcorn'd, -o bave but love. 


10 buy the gems of India“. coaſt. 
Whot wealth, what riches would ſuffice ? | 
Yet India's ſhore ſhould never boalt, 


The luſtre of thy rival eyes; I 


Ter there the world too cheap muſt prove; 
Cau I then buy ?—who have but love. 


Then, Mary, fince nor gems nor ore 
Tan vvith thy brighter ſelf compare, 
Be juſt, as fair, and value more, | 
_ Than gems or ore a heart ſincere : 
Let treaſure meaner beauties prove 


Who pays thy worth muſt pay in love. 


Tune, M. 31:tr:/e Lines. 


Tok and tumble through the night, 
and with ch' approaching day, 

Thinking when darkneſs yields to light, 
I'll baniſh care away: 

But when the glorious ſan doth we 
And chears all na:ure round, 

All thoughts of pleaſure in me dies; 
My cares do ſtill abound, 
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My tortur'd and uneaſy mind 
Bereaves me of my reſt; 
My thoughts are to all leaſure blind, 
With care I'm ſtill oppreſt: 
But had I her within my breaſt, 
Who gives me ſo much pain, 
My raptiur'd foul would be at reſt, 
And ſofteſt joys regain. 


I'd not envy the god of war 
| Dleſt with fair Venus ch 
Nor yet che thund' ring Jupiter 
| In fair Al-mera's arms : 
Paris, with Heler*s beauty Leſt, 
Would be a jeſt to me; 
If ot her charms I wer? p eſt, 
Thi ice happicr would 1 be. 


But ſince the gods do not ordain 
Su h happy fare for me, | 
I dare net ust their will repine, 
Who rule my detliny. 
Win Frighily wine PII drown my care, 
An cheriſh up my ſoul; 
Wheneer 1 thick on my loſt fair, 


PI. Jrown her in the bowl. % H. Jamaica. | 


e 5 ! 


TRE DEecElveR. 


ITH tuneful pipe and hearty glee, 
Voung Wary wan my heart; 
A blyther lad ys couldna ſee, 
All beauty without art. 
His winning tale 
Did ſoon prevail | 
To gs my ou betty . 


— 
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But ſoon the fwain 
Gangs o'er the plain, 
And leaves me full. and leaves me full, 
And leaves me full of grief. 


Colin courts with taciel fang, 
Yet few regard his mane : 
The laſſes a* round 33 
While Colin's left alane: 
In Aberdeen 
Was never ſeen 
A lad that gave fic pain. 
He daily woos, 
And fuli purſues, 
Till he does all, till he does all, 
Till he does all obtain. 
But ſoon as he bas gain'd the ie, 
Away then does he run 
And hardly will afford a kifs,, 
To filly me undone : 


| Magey, Beatty, 
Avoid the roving ſwain; 
His wyly tongue 
Be ſure to ſhun, 
(Or you like ma,ox you kke me, : 1 
Like me will be undone. E 
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SWEET SUSAN. 


- * . 
L | 
T HE -morn was fair, ſaft was the air, 
| All nature's ſweets were ſpringing; 
The buds did bow with filver dew, 
Ten thouſand birds were ſinging 
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When on the bent, with blythe content, 
Young Janie ſang his marrow, 


| Nae bonnier laſs e*er trode the graſs 
On Leader-ha ughs and Yarrow. 


II. 

How front her face, where ev'ry grace 
In heavenly beauty's planted ; 

Her ſmiling een, and comely mein 
That nae perfection wanted. 

I'll never fret, nor han my fate, 
But bleſs my bonny marrow z 

If her dear ſmile my doubts beguile, 
My mind ſhall ken nae ſorrow. 


| | 

Yet though ſhe's fair, and has full ſhare 
Of every charm inchanting, 

Each good turns ill, and ſoon will Kill ' 
Poor me, if love be wanting. : . 

O bonny laſs! have but the grace 

To think, ere ye gae furder, 

Your joys maun flit, if ye commit 
The crying fin of murder. 

My wand'ring ghaiſt will re'er get reſt, — 4208 
And night and day affright ye; | 14 

Dut if ye're kind, with joyſul mind, | i 
Pl Rudy to delight ye. = 

Our years around with love thus crown'd, 
From all things joys ſhall borrow ; 

Thus none ſhall be more bleſt than we 
On Leader-haughs and Yarrow. 

| | | | V. 

O ſweeteſt SUZ! 'tis only yon 

| Can make life worth my wiſhes, 

If equal love your mind can move 


To grant this belt of bliſſes. 


Thou art my ſun, and thy leaſt frown 
Would blaſt me in the bloſſom : 

But if thou ſhine, and make me thine, | 
il flouriſh in thy boſom. 
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CowDpon-KNowWsS. 


And muſic fills the groves, 


But my lov'd ſong is then the broom 
So fair on Coaudon knows; © 


For ſure ſo ſweet, ſo ſoft a bloom 


Elſewhere there never grows. 


There Colin tun'd his oaten reed, 
And won my yielding heart ; 


HEN ſummer comes, the ſwains on Tweed 
their ſucceſsful loves, | 
Around the and lambkins feed, 


CT Tweed 


Could play with half ſuch art. 


| He ſung of Tay, of Forth, and Chdey 


A 
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The hills and dales all round, 
Of Leader-haughs, and Leader-fide, 
Oh! how I bleſs the ſound ? 


Vet more delightful is the broom 


So fair on Cowdon-tnows ; 
For ſure ſo freſh, io bright a bloom 
. Elſewhere there never grows... 


Not Tivigt braes ſo green and gar 
May wich his broom compare, 
Not Turrow banks in flow'ry May, 
Nor the bufh aboon Trequair. 


More pleaſing far are Comdon knows, 
My peaceful happy home, 

Where I was wont to milk my ewes.. 
At ev'n among the broom. 


— 
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Ve powers that haunt the woods and plains 
Where Tweed wi.:: Tiviet flows, 

Convey me to the beſt of ſwains, 5 

And my lov'd Ceaudon Inca. c. 


N 
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SANDY and BT rv. 


ANDY in Edinburgh was born, 

As blythe a lad as e'er gade thence : 
Betty did Staffordſhire adorn 
With all that's lovely to the ſenſe. 


Had Sandy ſtill remain'd at hame, 
Hie had not blinkt on Betty's ſmile ; 
For why ? he caught the gentle flame 
On this fide Tweed full many a mile. 


She, like the fragrant violet, 

| Still flouriſh'd in her native mead : 
He, like the ſtream, improving yet 

The turther from his fountain-head. 


The ſtream muſt now no further ſtray ; 
A fountain fix'd by Few, power 
In his clear boſom, to diſplay 
The beauties of his bord'ring flower. 


When gracious Anna did unite 

Tuo jarring nations into one, 

She bade them mutually unite, 
And make each other's good their own. 


Henceforth let each returning year 
The rh and thi/ile bear one ſtem :; 
The 7h;f/e be the ro/-"s ſpear, 


| The roſe the thiftle's diadem. 


The queen of Britain's high decree, 
* Tt man of lee is bound to xcep z 
Anna the ſovereign of the ſea, 


* W. B. 
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Tune, Low God. leſi ina Myrtle Greve. 


OW fpring begins her ſmiling round, 
Ard laviſh paints tli' enamel'd ground; 

Ihe birds now lift their chearſul voice, 

And pay ou every bough rejoice ; 

The lovely graces hand in hand 

Enit falt in love's eternal band, 

With early ſtep, at morning dawn, 

Tread lightly o'er the dewy lawn. 


Where' er the youthful Her, move, 
They fire the ſoul to genial love: 
Now, by the river's painted ſide, | 
The ſwain delights his country bride ; 
While plcas'd, the hears his artleſs vu, 
Each bird his feather'd conſort woos : 
Soon will the ripen'd ſummer yield 

Her various gifts to every field. 


The fertile trees, a lovely ſhow ! _ 
Wich ruby tinctur'd birth ſhall glow ; 
Sweet ſmells from beds of lilies born 
Perfume the breezes of the morn: 
The ſmiling day and dewy night * 
To rural ſcenes my fair invite; 5 
With ſummer ſweets to ſeaſt her eye, 

Vet ſoon, ſoon will the ſummer fly. 


Attend, my lovely maid, and know 
I 0o profit by th' inſtructive ſhow, 
Now young and blooming thou appears 

All in the flouriſh of thy years: 

The lovely bud ſhall ſoon diſcloſe 

To every eye the bluſhing reſe; 
Now, now the tender ſtalk is ſeen 
Wich beauty freth, and ever grecn, 


| 8 — 


1 

But v hen the ſupr.y hours are po! 

"thick not the coz*nir;g ſcene will laſt; 
Let not the flat:'rer bope perſuade, 
Ah! muſt I ſay, that it will fade? 
For ſce the ſummer flies away, 
Sad emblem oſ bur own decay! 
Now winter from the frozen North 
Prives ſwift his iron chariot forih. 


His grizly hands in icy chains 

Fair Tw2edg*s ſilver ttream conſtra'ns. 

_ Caſt up thy eyes, how bleak and bare 
He wanders on the tops of Tare ? 
Bchonld his lootſte ps dire are ſeen 
Confeſt o' er ev'ry with'ring green 
Griev'd at the ſight, when thou man ſes 
A ſnowy wreath to clothe each tree. 


| Trequenting now the ſtream no more, 
Thou flies diſpleas'd, the frozen ſhore, 


When thou ſhalt miſs che flowers that grew 


But late, to charm thy raviſh'd view; 
Then {hall a ſigh thy ſoul invades, 
And c'cr thy pleaſures caſt a ſhade : 
| Shall I, ah! horzid! wilt thou ſay, 
be like to this ſome other day? 


Yet when in ſnow and dreary 'rot 
The pleaſure of the fields is loft, 

To blazing hearths at home we run, 
And fires ſupply the diſtant ſun ; 

In gay delights our hours employ, 
Aud do not loſe, but change our j-'F. 
Happy ! abandon every care, 

To lead the dance, to court the fair. 


To turn the page of ſacred bars, 
To drain the bowl, and deal the ca ds. 
In cities thus ich witty friends 
In ſmiles the hoary ſeaſon ends. 
But when the lovely whire and red 
From the p. le a{by check s fed, 

Vo L. I. F 
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Tien wrinkles dire, and age ſevere. 
Make beauty fly, we know not where. 


The fair, whom fates unkind diſarm, 

Ah! muſt they never ceaſe to charm ? 

Or is there lett ſome pleaſing art 
To keep ſecure a captive heart ? 

Unhappy love! may lovers ſay, 

Beanty, thy ſood, does ſwift decay ; 

When once that ſhort-liv'd Rock is ſpent, 

What is't thy famine can prevent ! 


Lay ia good ſenſe with timeous care, 
That love m T live on wiſdom's ſare: 
Though extah with beauty flies. 
Eſbieem is born when beauty dies. 
Happy the man whom fates decree 
Their richeſt gift in giving thee ; 
Thy beauty ſhall his youth engage, 
Thy wrildom {hall det: Shi his age. 


—— 


* 


=” — 
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Tune, N21 wat a wanton Wag. 


ILLY, ne'zr enquire what end 
The Gods for thee or me intend ; 

How vain the ſearch, that but beſtows 

The knowledge of our future woes ? 

Happier the man whu ne'er repines, 

Whatever lot his fate aſſigns, 

Than they who idly vex their lives 

Wich wizards and inchanting wives. 


Thy preſent years in mirth employ, 
And conſecrate thy youth to joy; 
Whether the fates to thy old ſcore 
Shall bounteous add a winter more, 
Or this ſhall lay thee cold in earth 
That rages C'er the Pontiand firth, 


JJ. WS 
No more with Home the 45 to lꝛad; 
Take my advice, ne'er vex thy head. 


With blyche intent the goblet pour, 
That's ſacred to the genial! Lour, 

In flowiag wine ſtill warm thy ſoul, 

And have no thouglits beyond the bowl. 
Bell, the flying hour is loft, 

For time rides eve on the poſt, 

| Even while we ſpeak, even while we think, 
And waits not for the ſtanding drink. 


Collect thy joys each preſent day, 

And live u youth, whie beit you may; 
Have all your pleaſures at command, 
Nor tri one &ay in ſortune's hand. 
| Then Wh. be a wanton waz 

If ye wad pleaſe the laſſes his 
At bridals then ye'll bear the brag, . 
And carry ay the gree awa'. 


TAE Wipow. 
IEF widow can bake, and the widow can brew, 


And mony brav things the widow can do; 

Then have at the widow, my laddie. | 
With courage attack her baith early and late, 
To kiſs her and clap her you manna he blate ; 

Speak well and do b=tter, for that's tae beit gate 

To win a young widow, my lad die. 25 


The widow ſhe's youthfu?, and never ae hair 

The waur of the wearing, and has a good ſkair 

Of every thing lovely, the's witty and * | 
And has a rich jointure, my laddie! 
What could you wiſh better your pleaſure to crown, 
Than a widow, the bonnieſt toaſt in the town, 

With naething, but draw in your ſtool and fit down, . 
And {port with the 7 my laddie; 
| 2 
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The willow can ſhape, and the widow can ſew, 
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Then ti 'er and kill *er with courteſy dead, | 
Though ſtark love and kinineſs be all ye can plead; 
Be kcartſome aud airy, and hope to ſucczed 
With a bonn; gay widow, my laddie. 
Suike iron while *tis het, if ye'd have it to wald, 
Yor fortune ay fuvours the active and bauld, 
Bat ruins the wooer that's thowleſs and cauld, 
Unur tor the Im my laddic. 
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Tus HicHLAND LasSSTIE. IC 


T HE lawland maids gang trig and fine, 
But aft they're ſour and unco ſawcy ; 


Dae proud, they never can be kind 
Like my good humour'd highland lafh:. 
O ny bonny, bonry highland Laſſie? 
AT hearty ſiuiling ht bard laſſie, 0 
May never care make thee leſs fair, 


Tut llum of youth flill bleſs my laſie. 


Than ony laſs in borrows-town, 
Wha mak their checks with patches moꝛtie, 
Id tak my Katy but a gown, 

Bare footed in her little coatie. 
C1 bear, Ko, 


Beneath tlie beter or 3 buih, 


henc'er I Kils and court my dauty ; 3 


Iappr and blythe as ane wad u illi, 
ly flighteren heart gang. pittie-pattie. 
C my berry, &c. 


O'er higheſt heathery hills I'll ſtenn 


Wich cockit gun and ratches tenty, 


1'o drive the deer out of their den, 


Io feaſt my laſs on diſhes * 
C 2 1 E. , & c. 


H 
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There's nane ſhall dare by deed or word 


»Gainſt her to wag a tongue or finger, 
While I can weild my truſty ſword, 
Or frac my fide whiſk out 2 whinger. 
Oy bonny, &c. | 


The mountains cled with purple bioom, 

And berfies ripe, invite my treaſure 

To range with me; let great tywk gloom, 5 
While wealth and pride confound their pleaſure, 

0 my benny, bonny highlaud late, 

My lævely ſiniling highland J 72 Fa 

May never care make thee tsf5 fair, 
But bloom of youth fell bief; my Laſſie. 
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Jo Rx blythe and gay. 


1 LYTHE 2 "Ky young and gay, . i 
| Is all my heart's delight ; | 1 
He's all my talk by day, 5 . | 
And all my dreams by night. 7 ; 
If from the lad I be. 5 
Tis winter then with me; S 
But when he tarries here, „„ 1 
"Tis ſummer all the year. 


When I and Focky met 
PFirſt on the flow'ry dale, | | 
Right ſweetly he me tret, 4 * | 
And love was all his tale. . | 
You are the laſs, ſaid he, j 
That Raw my heart frae me; 7 1 
] 
| 


1 
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O eaſe me of my pain, 
And never ſhaw diſdain. 


Well can my 7-cky kythe 
His love and courteſy, 
He made my heatt full b\ythe 

en he irn ſpake to me. 


* 
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He 3 and I . 


Sae Focky promts'd Me, 
That he wad faithful be. | 


I'm glad when Jucly comes, 
Sad when he gangs away; 
is night when Jaciy glooms, 
But when he {miles tis day. 
When our eyes meet, I pant, 
I colour, ſigh and faint ; 
What laſs chat wad be kind, 
Can better tell her mind ? 


Haud ar ay from me, Denali. 


come away, come away, 

Come away wi' me, Jenny; 

Sic frowns I canna bear frac ane 
_  Whaje ſmiles ances raviſh'd me, 7. 
If you'll be kind, you'll never find 

That ought fall alter me, Jens; 

For you're the miſtreſs cf my mind, 
Whate'er you think of me, Jenny. 


Firſt when your ſweets enſlav'd my heart, 
| You ſeem'd to favour me, Jerry ; 

But now, alas! you act a part 

| "Thar ſpeaks inconſtancy, Jenny: 
Inconſtancy is ſic a vice, 

|  ?Tis not befitting thee, Z-nny ; 

I. ſuits not with your virtue nice 


To carry ſac to me, Jenny. 
Her Anfwer. 


Hand away, haud away, 
Haud away frae me, Donald, 
Your heart is made oer large for ane, 
wh is not meet for me, Denali 


3 Apparent worth and fair renown, . 


E heme Elf of 1 fan. 


| To try thy truth, and make us ſport, , 
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Some fickle miſtreſs you may find 
Will jut as faſt as thee D;nald; 5 
To ilka ſwain ſhe will prove kind, 9 
And nae lefs kind to thee, Denulu. 


But I've a heart that's nacthing ſuch, 
Tis fill'd with honeſty, Donall; 

IT! n&er love money, Pl love much, 
I hate all levity, DoralZ. 

Therefore nae mair, with art, pretend 

Tour heart is chain'd to mine, Douala; 
For words of falſchood 1'1] deſend, 

A roving love like thine, Donald. 


Firſt when you courted, I mult own 
I frankly favonr'd you, Donald; 


Made me believe you true, Donald. 
tk virtue then ſcem'd to adorn 
The man eſteem'd by me, Donald, 
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To ware a thought on thee, Doralz. 


And now, for ever, had away, 
Had away from me. Doral; 
Gae feck a hae that's like your ain, 
And come nae mar to me, Dcnall ; : i 
For I'll reſerve my ſell for ane, oo * 
For ane that's liker me, Dorald ; 
If fic a ane I canna fad, 
I'll ne'er loo man, nor thee, Donate. 
DON AL . 
Then I'm thy man, and falſe report 
Has en ab Youly ; | 


— — — 


The tale was rais'd by me, Jenny. 5 
JENNY. 
'When this ye prove, and ſlill can love, | l 


. 
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Then come away to me, Danald; 
I'm well content, neꝰer to repent BR 
That I have ſmil'd on thee, Donald, 


* 
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Todlen butt, and Ty odlen ben, 


HEN Tvea e ender my thumb, 
Then I'll get credit in ilka town : 
But ay when I'm poor they bid me gang by; 
O! poverty parts good company. 
Todlen hame, tealon hane, 
Coudua my logue come todlen hame ? 


Fair fa' the goodwiſe, and ſend her good Cale, * 
She gi'es us white bannocks to drink her ale, 
Syne if tht her tippenny chance to bc ima N 
We'll tak a good ſcour oft and ca't awa”. 

Todlen lame, todlen baue, | 

As round ai a need come ten hame. 


My kimmer and I lay down to fleep, 
And twa pint ſtoups at our bed's feet; 
And ay when we waken'd. we drank them dry : 
What think ye of my wee kimmer and | 
Fialon butt, ard realen hen, 
Sae reund a my lente comes todlen hame. 


Loeeze me on liquor, my todlen dow, 

Ye're ay ſae good humour'd when weeting your mou; 

When 1ober, ſac four, ye'll ficht with a nee, 

That 'tis a blythe fight to the bair. is and me. 

= When todlen hame, tedicn hame, | 
When round as a neep ye come tedlen hame. Zo 
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The auld Man's bc/t Argument. 


Tune, Widow, are ye evawkin ? 


\ Wha's that at my chamber-door ? 
Fair widow, are ye wawkin ?”? 
Auld carl, your ſuit give O'er, 


Your love hies à“ in tawkipg. 


| Or gentle 


VP 155 


Gi'e me a lad that's young and tight, 


Sweet Ike an Abril meadow ; ; 
*T'is fic as he can bl: {> the fight, 
And boſom of a widow. 


O widow, wilt thou let me in? 


„ P'm pawky, wiſc and thriſty. 
& And come of a right gentle Lin; 
I'm little mair than fiity.” 
DPafc _ dit your mouth, 
What fignifies how pawky, 
Torn ye be—bat youtli, 
La love you're but a gawky. 


„ Then widow let theſe guineas ſpeak, 
% That powerfully plcad clinkan, 


And if they fail my mouth I'll ſteck, 


And nae mair love will think on.“ 
Theſe court indeed, I maun confets, 
I think they make you young, Sir, 


And ten times better can expreſs 


Aſſection, than your tongue, Sir. 5 


FP 


TRE PTRREMTTOR LOVER. 
Tune, John Anderſon, my Fo. 
I'S not your beauty, nor your wit, 
That can my hcait obtain; 


For they could never conquer yet, 
Lither my breaſt or brain: 


Tor if you'll not prove kin to me, 


And true as herctofore, \ 
Henceforth I'Il ſcorn your {lav2 to ve, 
Or doat upon you niore. 


Thiuk not my fancy to o'zrcome, 


By proving thus unkind ; 
T'o ſmoothed fight, nor innig fi An, 
Can ſausfy my mind. 
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Pray let Platenics play ſuch pranks, 
Such tollies I deride; 

For love, at leaſt, I will have thauks, 

And ſomething elſe beſide. 


Then open hearted be with me, 
As 1 thall be with you, 

And let our Actions be as free, 
As virtue will allow. | 

If you'll prove loving, I'll prove kind, 
If true, I'll conitant be; 

If fortune chance to change your mind, 
_ Vil turn affoon as ye. 


Since bur affections well ye know, 
In equal terms do ſtand, 
Tis in your power to love or no, 
_ Mine's likewiſe in my hand. 
Diſpenſe with vour auſterity, 
Inconſtancy abhor, = 
Or, by great Cupid's deity, 4 
1 TI never love you more. | * 


What's that to you. 


Tune, Th: glancing of ber Apron. 
YF eany and I have toil'd 
The live-lang fimmer day, 
| 1 ili we almoſt were fpoil'd 
At making of the hay: 
Her kurchy was of holland clear, 
Ty'd on her bonny brow, | 
I whiſper'd ſomething in her ear; 
But what's that to you ? 
Her ſtockings were of Ker green, 
As tight - ony ſilk: * 


O fic a leg was never ſeen, 
ber Gay was white as milk: 


A 
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Her hair was black as ane could wiſh, 
And tweet, ſwect was her mou, 
Oh! Feany daintily can kiſs; 
But what's that to you? 


The roſe and lily baith combine, 


To make my 7eary fair, 

There is nae benniſon like mine, 
I have amaiit nee care; 

Only I fear my Jeany' face. 
May cauſe mae men to rue, 


And that may gar me ſay, alas 5 . 


Tut what's that to you? 


Conceal tby beauties if thon can 


Hide that iweet fac: of thine, 
That I may only be the man 
_ Enjoys theſe looks divine. 


O do not proſtitute, my dear, 


Wonders to common view, 
And I with faichful heart ſhall ſwear, 
For erer to be true. | 


King Solomon had wives enew, 


And mony a concubine; 
But I enjoy a bliſs mair true, 


His joys were ſhort of mine ; 


And Jeany's happier than they, 
She ſeldom wants her due, 


All debts of love to her I pay, 


And what's that to you? 3 Q. 


SESEPESSPSEROSEPSCTETHS 


"LE WC 
To the abſent FLoRINDA.. 


Tune, Queen of Sheba's March. 


1OME, Florinda, lovely charmer, 95 
Come and fx this wav' ring heart ; 
Let thoſe eyes my ſoul rekindle, © 
E'cr 1 feel ſome toreign dart. 
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Come, and with thy. ſmiles ſecure me, 
If this heart be worth thy care, 7 
Favour'd by my dear Flerinda, 
I'll be true, as ſhe is fair. - 

Thouſand beauties trip 2rourd me, 
And my yielding breaſt aſſail; 


Come and take me to thy boſom, 
Ere my conſtant paſſion fail. 


__ Come, and like the raciant morning 
On my ſoul ſerenely ſhine, 

Then thoſe glimm'ring ſtars ſhall vaniſh, 

Loſt in ſplendour more divine. L 


Long this heart has been thy —— 
Lorg has felt the pleaſing pain, | 
Come, and with an equal paſſion 

NM. ke it ever thine remain. 


Then, my charmer, I can promiſe, 
If our fouls in love agree, 

None in all the upper dwellings 

Shall be happier than we. 
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A Bachanal SONG. 
Tune, Auld Sir Symen the King. 
COME here's to the rymph that I lore, 


Away, ye vain ſorrows away : 
Far, far from me, ſorrows be gone, 
All there ſhall be pleaſant and gay. 


Far hence be the ſad and the penlive, 
Come fill np the glaſſes around, 
We'll drink il our faces be ruddy, 
And all eur vain ſorrows are drown'd. 


"Tis done, and my fancy's exulting, 
With every gay blooming deſire, 


My blocd with briſk ardour is glowing, 
Schr pleaſures my boſcm inſpire 


: 
| * 


__ Huzza boys, huzza boys, huzza, 


n 
My ſoul now to love is diſſolving, 
Oh fine? had 1 here my fair charm:r, 


I'd claſp her, I'd cluſp her ſo eager, 
Of all her diſdain l'd difarm her. 


Dut hold, what has love to do here 

Wich his troops of vain cares in array ? 

Araunt, idle pehſive intruder, — 

He triumphs, he will not away. \ 

I' u drown him, come, give me a bumper; 3 
Young Cupid, here's to thy confuſion. — . * 
Now, now he's departing, he's vanquiſl'd, 

Adieu to his anxious deluſion. EY 


Come, jolly God Bacchus, here's s to thee; 


Sing lo, ſing lo to Bacchus — 
Hence, all ye dull thinkers, withdraw. 


Come, what ſhould we do but be 1 ! 1 
Come tune up your voices and ſir: g 
What ſoul is fo dull to be heavy, 
When wine {cts our fancies on wing? 


Come, Pegaſus lies in this bottle, 
He'll mount us, he*ll mour:t us on high, 
Each of us a gallant young Perſeus, 
Sublime we'll aſcend to the ſky. 


Come mount, or adieu, I ariſe, | 
In ſeas of wide æther I'm drown'd, x 
The clouds far beneath me are mailing, | 
I ſee the ſpheres whirling around. 


What darkneſs, what rattling is this? 
Through Cha, dark regions I'm hurl'd, 
And now, — 0h my head it is knockt 
| Upon ſome contounded new wo: 14d. 


Nov, now theſe dark ſhades are retii ing. 
| See yonder bright blazes a ſtar, 
|] Where am I !—bchold the T , 


Wah flaming light fireaming from far. I. W. Q. 
Vor. "by | 


105 Br EE 3, © ” 
To M:s. A. C. 
Tune, All in the Dewns. 
IX7 HEN beauty blazes heavenly bright, 
The muſe can no more ceaſe to ling, 
Than can the lark with riſing light, 
Her notes neglect with drooping wing. 


The morning ſhines, harmonious birds mount high: 
The dawning beauty ſmiles, and poets fly. 


Young Annie budding graces claim 
Th' inſpired thought, and ſofteſt lays ; 
And kindle in the breait a flame, 
Which muſt be vented in hier praiſe. 
Tell us, ye gentle ſhepherds, have you ſeen 
Eier one ſo like an angel tread the green? 


Ye yonths, be watchful of your hearts ; 
When ſhe appears, take the alarm: 
Love on her beauty points his darts, 
And wings an arrow from each charm, 
Arouad her eyes and ſmiles the graces ſport, 
And to her ſnowy neck and breaſt reſort. 


But va'n maſt every caution prove ; 
When ſuch inchanting ſweetneſs thines, 
The wounded ſwam muſt yield to love, 
And wonder, though he hopeleſs pines. ' 
Such flames the foppiſh butterfly ſhould ſhun ; 
The eagle's only fit to view the fun. 


Sho's as the op*nivg lily fair; 

ler lovely features are complete: 
Whilſt heaven indulgent makes her ſhare 

With angels all that's wiſe and ſweet. 
Thei- virtues which divinely deck her mind, 

Exak sach other of th' inferior kind. 


3 ͤͥͤ ͥ ³R. 
Whether ſhe love the rural ſcenes, 
Or ſparkle in the airy town, 


O! happy hie her favour gains, 
Unhappy ! if ſhe on him ſrown. 


The muſe unvilling quits the lovely u nere. 


x Adieu, ſhe ſings and thrice repcats her name. 


eee cc. 


A PASTORAL SONG. 
Tune, Ay Apron, Deury. 
| | Jamie. 
HIL E our flocks are a ſeeding, 
| And we're void ct care, 
| Come, Sandy, let's tune 
To praiſe of the fair. 
For, inſpir's by my Suſie, 
I'll fing in fuch lays, 


| That Par, were he judge, . 
Muſt allow me he bays. 


SAnDY. 
| While under this hawthorg 
Wee ly at our eaſe, , 


| By a muſical ſtream, 


And refreſt'd by the breeze- 


Of a Zephyr ſo geatle, 


Yes Jamie, Vil try 


For to match you and Suſie 


Dear Katie and I. 


Js AMIE, - 
Oh! my Sz ſo lovely, : 
She's without compare, 
She's fo comely ſo good, 
And fo charmingly fair, 
Sure, the gods were at pain 
Ta make fo complete 
A nymph, that for love 
There was ne'cr one fo meet. 


2 


„ 84A pv. | 
Oh my Au, ſo bright, 

She's ſo witty and gay; 

Love, join'd with the graces, 
Around her looks play. 
In her mien ſhe's ſo graceful, 
In her humour ſo tree; 
Sme the gods never fram' d 

A maid fairer than ſho. 


Jamie. 
3 lad my Suſſe been there, 
When the ſhepherd declar'd 
? or the lady of Lemnos, 
She had loſt his regard: 
And o'ercome by a preſence 
More beauteouſly bright, 
Ile had own'd her undone, 
As tlie darkneſs by light. 


| SANDY. 
Not fair Helen of Greece, 

Nor all the whole tram, 
Lither of real beauties, 

Or thoſe poets feign, | 
Cou'd be match'd with my XK utie 
Whoſe ev'ry ſweet charm 
May conquer beſt judges, 

And coldeſt hearts warm: 


| Jamis. 
Nc: her riches nor honour, 
Or any thing great, 
Lo 1 aſl of the 
But that this be my fate, 
That my Szſie to all 
My kind wiſhes comply; 
For with her wou'd 1 live, 
And with her I wou'd die. 
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SANDY. 
If the fates give me Katie, 
And her 1 enjoy, 

I have all my deſires ; 
Nought can me annoy : | 
For my y charmer has ev ry OO 
Delight in ſuch ſtore. 
She'll make me more happy . 
Than ſwain &er before. 


Love will ſind out the way. 


VER the mountains, 

And over the waves; 
Over the fountains, 
And under the graves; 

Over the floods that are deepeſt, 
Which do Nep/u:e obey ; 

1 Over the rocks that are ſteepeſt, 
| Love will find out the way. 


Where there is no place 
For the glow-worm to ly; 
Where there 1s no ſpace 
For the receipt of a fly ; 
Where the midge dare not venture, | 
Leſt herſelf ſaſt ſhe lay; ge” 
But if love come, he will enter, _ | 
And ſoon find out his way. 
| You may eſteem him 
A child in his force; 
Or you may deem him 
A coward, which is worſe 2 
But if ſhe, whom love doth honour, 
Be conceal'd from the day, 
Set a thouſand guards upon her, 
Love will find out the way. 


Q 3 
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Zome think to loſe him, 
Which is too unkind ; 
Ind ſome do "uppoſe him, | 
Pcor thing, to be blind; „„ 
But if neꝰ er fo clſe ye wail him, 
Do the beſt that ye may, 
Blind love, if ſo you call him, 
He will find out the way. 


Y on may train the eagle 

Io ſtoop to your fiſt; 

Or yon may inveigle 

| The Phcenix of the eaſt;, 

The Lioneſs, ye may move her 

To give o'er her prey, _ 

But you'll never ſtop a lover, 
He will find out his way. 


Tune, Tirow the wood laddie. 


. early I walk'd, on the firſt of ſweet May, 
Beneath a Reep mountain, 

Befude a clear fountain, 

I heard a grave lute ſoft melody play, 

Whilſt the Echo reſounded the dolorous lay. 


I liſten'd, and look'd, and ſpy'd a young ſwain, 
With aſpect diſtreſſed, 
And ſpirits oppreſſed, 
Seem' d clearing afreſh, like the {ky after rain, 
And thus he diſcover'd how he ſtrave with his pain. 


Tlio' Eliſa be coy, why ſhou'd I repine, 
That a maid much above me, 
Vouchſafes not to love me? 
In her high ſphere of worth I never could ſhine : 
Then why ſhould 1 ſeck to abaſc her to mine? 
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No: henceforth eſteem ſhall govern my defire, 1 5 
5 And, in due ſubjection, 

Retain warm affection; 
To ſhew that ſelf love inflames not my fire, 
And that no other ſwain can more humbly admire. 


When paſſion ſhall ceaſe to rage in my breaſt, 
Then quiet returning, 
Shall huſh my ſad mourning ; 


And, lord of myſelf in abſolute reſt, 

Pl hug the cad 

Thus friendſhip unmixt, and wholly refin'd, 
May ſtill be reſpected, 


_ Though love is rejected: 
Eliſa ſhall own, t though to love not inclin'd, 


That ſhe ne'er had a friend like her lover reſign'd. 
May the fortunate youth who hercaſter ſhall 1 woo 


With proſp'rous endeavour, | 
And gain her dear favour, 

Know, as well as I, what t Eliſa is due, 
Be much more deſerving, but never leſs true. 


| Whilſt I, diſengag'd ſrom all amorous cares, 
| Sweei Hberty taſting, 

On calmeſt peace 8 
Employing my reaſon to dry up my tears, 


In hopes of heaven's blifles, 11 ſpend my few years. 


Ye Powers, who preſide over virtuons love, 
Come aid me with patience, 
To bear my verations: 


Wich equal deſires my flutt'ring heart move, 
With ſentiments pureſt . improve. 


If love in his fetters e' er catch me again, 
May courage protect me, 
And prud-ace dire& mc ; 
Prepar'd ſor all fates, rememb'ring the ſwain, 
Who grew happily wile, aſter loving in vain. 


on which heaven ſhall think beſt. 


RosB's Joc x. A very old Ballad, 

a 
On ac feaſt day when we were ſou; 

She brankit faſt and made her bonny, 

And ſaid. Jock, come ye here to woo ? 
She burniſt her baith breaſt and brou, 
And made her clear as ony cloak: 

Then ſpak her dame, and ſaid, [ tron 
Ye come to woo our Jenny, Teck. . - 


Fock ſaid, Forſuith, I yern fu' ſain 

To luk my head, and fit down by you: 
Then ſpak her minny, and faid again, 
My bairn has tocher enough to gie you. 
Techie ! quo Jens, kick, kick, I ſee you: 
inny, yon man makes but a mock. 
Deil hae the liers— fu lies me o vou, 
I come to woo your Jerry, quo Jaci. 


My bairn has tocher of her awin: 

A guſe, a gryce, a cock and hen, 

A Rtirk, a ſtaig, an acre fawin, 
A bakebread and a bannock- ſtane; 
A pig, a pot, and a kirn there · ben, 

A kame but a kaming · ſtock; 

With coags and loggies nine or ten: 

Come ye to woo our Ferny, Jock ? 


A wecht, a peet · creel and a cradle, 6 
A pair of clips, a graip, a flail, . 
An ark, an ambry, and a ladle, . 
A milſie, and a ſowen-pale, 
A rouſty whittle to ſhear the kail, 
And a timber mell tlie bear to knock, 
Twa ſhelfs made of an auld fir dale + 
Come ye to woo our Jenny, Fock ? 


| A furm, a ſurlet, and a peck, 

A rock, a reel, and a wheel band, 
A tub, a barrow, and a ſeck, 

A ſpur: i-braid, and an clwand 


„ 
Then ect took Jerry be the hand, 

And cry'd a feaſt! and flew a cock, 
And made a bridal upo? land. 

Now I have got your Jenny, quo Fecł. 


Now dame, I have your dochter marri'd, 
And tho' ye mak it ne'er ſac tough, 
J let you wif ſhe's nae miſcarried, 
It's well kend I have gear enough: 
Ane auld gaw'd gloy'd fell owre a hengh, 
A ſpade, a ſpeet, a ſpur, a ſock 7 
Withouten owſen I have a pleugh : 
May tliat no ſer your Jerry, quo fock? 


A treen truncher, a ram-horn ſpoon, 

Ta buits of barkit blaſint leather, 
A. graith that ganes to coble ſhoon, 

And a thrawcruik to twine a teather, 

Ta crocks that moup amang the heather, 
A pair of branks, and a fetter lock, 

A teugh purſe made of a ſwine's blather, 
To had your tocher, Jenny, quo Joci? 


Cood elding for our winter fire, 


| A codefcaffwad fill a cradle, 


A xrake of iron to clat the bire, 
A denk about the dubs to paddle, 
The pannel of an auld led ſaddle, 
And R353 my eem hecht me a ſtock, 
Twa luſty lips to lick a laddle. 
May thir no gain your Feuny, quo Fock. 
A pair of hames and brechon fine, 
And without bitts a briddle renzie, 


s 


1 A ſark made of the linkome twine, 


A gay green cloak that will not ſtenzie ; 
Mair yet in ore, — I needna fenzie, 
Five hundred flaes, a fendy flock ; 
And are ylot thae a wakrife menzie, 
Io gae to bed with Jenny and J, 
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Tak thir for my part of the feaſt, 
It is well knawin I am well bodin : 
Ye need not ſay my part is leaſt, 
Wer they as meikle as they'r lodin. 
The wife ſpeerd gin the kail were ſodin, 
When we have done, tak hame the brok; 


The roſt was teugh as raploch hodin, 
With which they feaſted Jenny and Jock. : 
41114: e 11 
S. ON 6. 
Tuat AH At out 0 wo picte Tow. 


Have a green purſe and a wee pickle gow d, 

1 Ae ante”: 

It fattens my flocks, and my bairns it has ſtow d: 

But the beſt thing of a's yet wanting on't : 
e 


| To fel me, tit ae, 
With beauty by day, and kindneſs by niglit, 
eee ee ee 
Her een and her — — | 
She ſmiles me on fire, her frowns gie deſpair : 
L love while my heart gaes panting wit. 


Thou faireſt, and deareſt, 


dy ond» 7" mma: vac wry 


For thee, bonny Chriſty, my ſhepherds and hinds, 
Shell carefully make the rodrs delatics thine. 


Thus freed frae laigh care, while 1 


Sin 
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Then hear me, and chear me 
Wich ſmiling conſent, 
Believe me, and give me 
No cauſe to lament, 
Since I neꝰ' er can be happy, till thou ſay, Content, 
1m plea, d with ny Jamie, and he ſhall de mine. 


+ K 
. 
To it ain Tune. 


| A -THOUGH 1 be but a country laſk, 
£ Yet a lofty mind I bear O, 


| And think myſell as good as thoſe 


That rich 2pparel wear O. 


Although my gown be — ſpun 
My Ein it is as ſafe rer. 


As them that ſatin Og 4 wear. 


And carry their heads aloft G. 


What though I keep my father's ſheep, 
The thing that muſt be done O, 
With garlands of the fineſt flowers, 
To ſhade me frae the fun O. 
When they are feeding pleaſantly, 
Where graſs and flowers do ſpring O, 
Then on a flowery bank at noon, 5 
I ſet me down and ſing O. 


My Paiſley piggy cork'd with ſage, 
Contains my 2 but thin O,. 
No wines do e' er my brains enrage, 
Or tempt my mind to ſin O. 
My country curds, and wooden ſpoon, 
I think them unco fine O. . 
And on a flowery bank at noon, 
I ſet me down and dine O. 
Although my parents cannot raiſe 
Great bags of ſhining gold O, 
Like them whaſe daughters now-a- days, 
„ O; 
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Yet my fair body it ſhall keep 
An honeſt heart within O; 
And for twice fifty thouſand crow ns, 
I value not a prin O. 


TI uſe nae gums upon my hair, 

Nor chains about my neck O. 
Nor ſhining rings upon my hands, 

My fingers ſtraight to deck O; 
But for that lad to me ſhall fa, 
And I have grace to wed O. 
I'll keep a jewel worth them a', 

I mean my maiden-head O. 


If canny fortune give to me 

TĨ he man I dearly love O, 
Though we want gear, I dinna care, 

My hands I can improve O, 


b Expecting for a bleſſing till 


Deſcending from above O; 
Then we'll embrace, and ſweetly kiſs, 
en tales oſ love O. 


Mah, Wah, gin 1 be * Ve 


Waly, waly vp the bank, '% 
And waly, waly foon. the brae, 
And waly, waly yon burn ſide, 
Where I and my love wont ro gue. 
I lean'd my back unto an ai, 
I thought it was a truſty tree ; 
But firſt it bow'd, and ſyne it brak, 
Sae my true love did lightly me. 
O waly, waly, but love be bonny, 
A little time while it is new, 
But when *tis auld, it waxzet}i cauld, 
And fades away like the morning dev. 
O wherefore ſhould I buſk my head ? 
Or wherefore ſhould I kame my hair ? 
For my true love has me ſorſvok, 
And "ye he'll never love me mu, 
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Now Arthur S-at ſhall be my bed, 
| The ſheets ſhall neer be fyl'd by me, 

Saint Anton's well ſhall be my drink, 
Since my true love has forſaken me. 
Martinmas wind, when wilt thou blaw, 
And ſhake the green leaves off tlie tree? 
O gentle death, when wilt thou come? 
For of my life I am wearv. 


*Tis nat te ſroſt that freezes ſell, 
Nor blawing ſnaws inclemency: 
| *Tis not fic cauld that makes me cry, 
But my love's heart grown cauld to me. 
Wlen we come in by Glaſamy town, 

We were a comely light to ſee ; 


| My love was clad in the black velvet, 


And I my (ell in cramaſie. 


But had 1 wit before I kiſs'd, 
That love had been ſae ill to win, 
I'd lock my heart in a caſe of gold, 
And pin'd it with a ſilver pm. — 
Oh, oh! if my young babe were born, 
1 And ſet upon the nurſe's knee, 
And I my ſell were dead and gane, | 
For a maid again Vil never be. 2. 


The Loving Laſs, and Spinning Theet, 


A | ſat at my ſpinning- wheel, 
| A bonny lad was paſſing by: 1 i 
I view'd him round, and lik'd him weel, N 
For trouth he had à giancing exe. | 
My heart new panting gan to ſeel, 
Dat ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


Wich looks 2.1 kindueſs He Crow nar, 
And it} mair lovely did appear; 
. '& 
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And round about my flender waſte 1 
Hie claſp'd his ars, and me embrac'd: 1 Or 


To kiſs my hand, ſyne down did kneel, _ 
As I ſat at my ſpinning wheel. 5 


My milk white hands he did extol, | 
And prais'd my fingers lang and ſmall, 
And faid there was nae lady fair 
That ever could with me compare. 
Theſe words into my beart did ſteal, 
Let ttill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 


5 Although I ſeemingly did chide, 
Yet he wad never be deny'd, 
But flill declar'd his love the mair, 
Us my heart was wounded fair ; 
That I my love could ſcarce conceal, 
Tet ſtill 1 turn'd my ſpinning-vlel. 


My hanks of yarn, my rock and reel, 
My winnels and my ſpinning-wheel; 
Ho bade mie laces then aff with trek, OE 
And gang with him to yonder mead : 4+ 1 
My yielding heart ſtrange flames did feel, = 
Vet ſtill 1 turu'd my ſpinning- -whedd, | J 


About my neck his arms he laid, l 
And whiſper'd, Riſe, my bonny maid, * 
And with me to yon hay. cock go, 
I'll teach thee better wark to do. 
In trouth I loo'd the motion weel, 

And loo't alane my ſpinning wheel. 

Amang the pleaſant cocks of hay, 

Then with my bonny lad I lay; 1 ” 

What laſſie, young and ſaft as I 

Could fic a handiome lad 7 J 


Theſe pleaſures I ca. not reveal, 
That far ſurpaſt the ſpinaing- wheel. 
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On the Marriage of the R. II. Lord 
G and Lady K C—— 
= Lo es 
Tune, The Higlland Laddie. 


2 BaIGANTAUSs. 
OW All thy virgin-ſweets are mine, 
And all the E cha: ms Ulat grace thee , 


My fair Melinda, come, rectine 
Upon my breaſt, while L embrace thee. 


And tell without dit:mbling art, 
My happy rastures in thy boſom : 
Thus will I plant within my heart, 


Alove that ſhall forever bloſſom. 


 _Cxrorves. 


Otte happy, happy, brave and benny, 
Sure the pods will plear'd behild ye: 


Their work admire, ſe great, fo fair, 
And will in all yiur jc y5 upbild ye. 


os Eg, MTL pA. 

No more I bluſh, now that I'm thine, 
To own my love in tranſport tender ; 

Since that ſo brave a man is mine, 

To my Brigentias I ſurrender. 


By facred ties I'm now to move 


As thy exalted thoughts direct me; 
And while my ſmiles engage thy love, 

Thy manly greatneſs thall protect me. 
G the happy, &. | : 


BrrGcaxTIVUs. 
Soft fall thy words, like morning dew, 
New life on blowing flowers beſtowing, 
Thus kindly yielding makes me bow 
To heaven, with gratcful ſpirit glowing. 
15 | : R 2 | 
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My honour, courage, wealth, and wit, 
Thou dear delight, my chiefeſt treaſure, 

Shall de employ'd as thou think'ſt fit, 


As agents for our love and pleaſure. 
v the bafphy, Kc. 


MrriinDa. 

With my A -anti1s I could live 

In lonely cols beſide a mountain, 
And nature's eaſy wants relieve 

With ihepherus fare, and quaſſ the ſountair 
What pleaſes thee, tric rural grove, 

Or congreſs of the fair and witty, 
Shall give me plæaſure with i. love, 

In plains retir'd or ſocial city. 
0 the hupſy, &%. 


BAIGANT IVS. 
How ſweetly canſt thou charm my ſoul, 
O lovely ſum of my deſires ! 
1hy beauties all my cares controul, 
y virtue all that's good inſpires. 
Tune every inſtrument of ſound, 
Which all thy mind divinely raiſes, 
Tin every height and dale rebounde, 
Both loud and ſweet, my d:riing's 2 
O thz . | 


Metinva 
Thy love gives me the brigł teſt ſuine, 
My bappineſs is now completed, 
Since all that's generour, great aud fine, 
In my Brigantius is united; 

For which I'll ſtud y thy delight, | 
With kindly die the time deguiling. 
And round the change of day and night, 

Fix throughout life a conſtant — 
0 * * K. 5 


— 


— — — 
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Tone, Wes my heart that wwe ſhould ſander. 


- P - q 
E on 


 —— — 
— 


DIE U, ye pleaſant ſports and plays, ry 
Farewell each ſong that was diverting; bi 

Love tunes my pipe to mournful lays, 

I ſing of Delia and Damor”s parting. | | 

Long had he lov'd, and long conceal'd | — 

T he dear, tormenting, pleaſant pathon, {| 
Til Delia“; mildneſs had prevail'd | 

On him to ſhew his inclination, 


Juſt as the fair one ſeem'd to give 1 
A patient ear to his love ſtory, . = mM 


Damon muſt his Delia leave, 


To go in queſt of toilſome glory. 


- Half ſpoken wor 's hung on his tongue, 


Their eyes retus'd the uſual meeting; 
And ſighs ſuppli'd their wonted ſong, 
Theſe charming ſouls were chang'd to weeping; 


Dear idol of my ſoul, adicu ; 
TCeaſe to lament, but ne*er to love me; 
While Damon lives, he lives for you, 
No other charms ſhall ever move me. 


Alas! who knows, when parted far 
From Delia, but you may deceive her? 
The thought deſtroys my heart with care, 
Adieu, my dear, I tear, for ever. 1 j 


I erer I forget my vows, 
M1y then my guardian angel leave me; 
And more to aggravate my woes, 
Be vou ſo good as to Forgive 8 me. 


* 
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O'er the Hills and far ay. 


OO K * met with 1 oz 
Aft by the dawning of the day ; ; 
But Je now is fu” of care, 
Since Je any ſtaw his heart away; 
Although ſhe promis'd to be true, | 
She proven has, alake! unkind; 
Which gars poor Jocty often rue, 
That e'er he lov'd a fickle mind, 
And it's cer the kills and far away, 
s ver the kills and far away,. 
It's Ver the hills and far away, 
| The wind has Uown my plaid au. 


Now 7Jocty was a bonny lad 

As e'er was born in Scotland fair; 
But now, poor man, he's c' en gane wood, 
Since Jenny has gart him deſpair. 

Voung 7:ciy was a piper's ſon, | 
And fell in love when he was young; 
But a' the ſprings that he could play, 
Was ver the bills and far away, = 
Andd it's ver the bills, &c. 


HA e forg—When firſt my Fer7y's face 
J ſaw, the ſeem'd ſae fu? of grace, 
With meikle joy my heart was fill'd, 
That's now, alas ! with ſorrow kill'd. . 
Oh! was ſhe but as true as fair, 
*Pwad put an end to my deſpair, 
Inſtead of that ſhe is unkind, 
And wavers like the winter wind. 
And it's oer the hills, &c. 


Ah! could ſhe find the diſmal wae, 
That for her ſake I undergae, 

She could nae chuſe but grant relief, 

And put an end to a my griet : 


ww eo 


But oh! ſhe is as ſauſe as fair, 

Which cauſes a' my ſighs and care; 

But ſhe triumphs in proud diſdain, 
And takes a pleaſure in my pain. 
And ils &cr the fill, &c. 


Hard was my hap, to fa' in love 
With ane that does ſae faithleſs prove. 
Hard was my fate to court a maid, 

That has my conſtant heart betray'd. 
A thouſand times to me {he ſware, 
1 She wad be true for evermair ; S 
But, to my grief, alake, I ſay, | 0 
She ſtaw my heart and ran away. | . 
And it's &er the hills, &c. | | 1 


Since that ſhe will nae pity take, 
I maun gae wander for her jake, 
And, in ilk wood and gloomy grove, 
| Pl fighing fing, Adieu to love! 
Since ſhe is fauſe whom I are, 
I'll never trui a woman more; 
Frae a' their charms VU flee away, 
And on my pipe I'll ſweerly play, 
O'er hills and dalcs and for away, 
Out cer the bills and far away, 
Out o er the hill; and fur away, . 
The wind has blawn my plaid av Le 


— i. A — 
Rien iin 


AW ye Jenny Netter, | 

KI Fenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 5 | 

Daw ye Fenny Nettler, | 
Coming frae the market; 

Bag and baggage on her back, 

| Her fee and bountith in her lap; 

Bag and baggage on her back, 

And a baby in her oxter. 
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I met ayont the kairny, 
Jenny Nettles, Jenny Nettles, 
ging till her bairny, 
 Riobin Rattles baſtard; 
To flee the dool upo? the ool, 
And ilka ane that mocks her, 
She round about ſeeks Robin out, 
JT o ſtap it in his oxkte. 
Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, 
Robin Rattle, Robin Rattle: 
Fy, fy! Robin Rattle, 
Uſe Fenry Nettles kindly: 
Score out the blame, and i the ſhame, 
And without mair debate o'r 
Take hame your wain, make Fanny fain 
* 


 Jocnr*? 8 6. and Jenny! 8 fain. 


222 ſou, Jem fein, | 
Jenny was nae ill to gain, 

She was couthy, he was kind, 

Kod oe ths ater GENID nia, 


Zerny, I'll nae mair be nice, 
Gife me love at ony price; 
_ I winnaprig for red or white, 
Love alane can gi'e delyte. 


Others ſeek they kenna what, 
In looks, in carriage, and a' chat; 
Give me love, for her I court: 


Love in love makes a? the ſport. 


Colours mingl'd unco fine, 
Common motives lang ſinſyne, 
Never can engage my love, 
Until my fancy firſt approve. 


$ 0 N G 4 
It is na meat but appetite 

That makes our eating a delight; 

Beauty 1s at belt deccit ; 

Fancy only kens nae cheat. 


+$++++++—A+X+6+$++4+ 
LzAD ER Havcns and Van RO. 


HLN Phzbus bright the azure ſkies, 


With golden rays enliglu'neth, 
Ile makes all nature's beauties *- 5 
Herbs, trees and flowers he quick nech: 
Amongſt all thoſe he makes his choice, 
Ani with deliglit goes thorow, 
With radiant beams and lilver ſtreams, 
Are Leader yds and Tarrw. 


5 When Aries the day and night 


In equal length divideth, 5 
Auld froſty Saturn takes his fli elit, 
Nae langer he abideth: 

Then Flora queen, with mantle green, 
'1 Caſts aff her former ſorrow, 5 
And vous to dwell with Ceres fell 

| In Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


| Par playing on his aiten reed. 

And ſhepherds him attending, 

Do here reſort their flocks to food, 

Ihe hills and haughs 1 

With cur and kent upon the bent, 
Sigg to the ſan, Good morrow, 
And {wear nae fields mair pleaſures yield, 

Than Leader Haugh, and Yarrow. 


An houſe there ſtands on Leader fide, 
urmounting my deſcriving. 
With rooms ſae rare, and windows fair, | 
Like ances contriv ing: 
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Men paſſing by, do aften cry, 
In ſooth it hath nae marrow; | 


It ſtands as ſweet on Leader fide, 
As Newark does on Jarrow. 


A mile below, wha liſts to ride, 
They'll hear the mavis ſinging; 
Into St. ZLeorara's banks ſhe'll bide, 
| Sweet birks her head o'er hinging : 
The lntwlute loud, and progne woud, 
Wich tuneſul throats and narrow 
Into St. Leanard's banks they ſing, 

As ſweetly as in Zarrow. 


Fhe lapwing lifteth o'er the lee, 
With nimble wing ſhe f. 

By vows ſhe'll flee far frac the tree 
here P/iiumel reſorteth: 

By break of day, the lark can ſay, 
Ia bid you a good morroõẽw. 
T'll ſtreek my wing, and mounting ſing. 
O'er Leader Haughs and Yarrow. 


Park, Warton-waws, and Wooden cleughy 
Ihe eaſt and weftern Mainſes, 
The wood of Lauger's fair enough, 
The corns are good in Blainſhes, 
Where aits are fine, and ſald be kind, 
That if ye ſearch all thorow 
Mearns, Buchan, Mar nane better are 
Than Leader Faughs and Yarrow. 


In Burn Mill beg and Whitflade ſhaws, 
The fearful hare ſhe haunteth, 
Brig-haugh and Braidwocd/heil ſhe knaws, 
And Chapel. auacd frequenteth. 
Yet when ſhe irks, to Kaia/?y bir ks 
She rins, and ſighs for ſorrow, 


Tat ſhe ſhou'd leave ſweet Leader 2 


And canno: wi co Tarrew. 


S O0 N G Ss. 

What ſweeter muſic wad ye hear, 

Tl:an hounds and beigles crying ? 
The flarted hare rins hard with fear, 

Upon her ſpeed relyi ing. 
But y et her ſtrength it ſails at length, 
Neue bielding can ſhe borrow 

In Sorrel's field, Clecknan or Has's, 
And ſighs to be in Tarr. 


For Rockwood, Ringev'2d, Spzty, Shag, 
With fight and ſcent purſue her, 

Till ah! her pith begins to flag, 
Nae cunning can reſcue her: 

O'er dub and Ayke, o' er ſeugh and ſyke 
She'll run the fields all rev, | 

Till fail'd the fa's in Leader Haug, 
And bids farewell to Yarr::v. 


Sing Erfliz9ton and Comderknows, 
Where H:mes had anes commanding : 
And Drygrange with thy milk-white ews, 

Twixt Tweed and Leader ſtanding: 


1 The bird that flies through Reedparh trees, 


And Cledſuced banks ilk morrow, c 
May chant and ing, Sweet Leader [[aughs, 
And bonny h howras of Yarrow. 


But minſtrel Burn cannot aſwage 
His grief, while life endmeth, 
Jo ſee the changes of this age, 

That fleeting time procureth ; : 
For mony a place ſtands in hard cafe, 
Where blyth towk kend nas ſorrow, 
With Homes that dwelt on Leader ſide, 
And Scots that dwelt on Jarrow. 


For the Sake of Soncbady. 


OR the ſake of ſamebody, 
For the ſake of ſomebody, 
cou'd wake a winter night, 


For the fake oi ſomcbody : 
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1 am gawn to ſeek a wife, 
I am gawa to buy a plaidy; 
I have three ſtane of woo, 
Carling is thy daughter ready: 
For the fle of ſomebody, bee. 
Betty, laſſy, ſay't thy ſell, 
— Tho” thy dame be ill to ſhoo, 
Firſt we'll buckle, then we'll teel, 
Let her flyte and ſyne come too: 
What ſignifies | a mither*s gloom, 
hen lore in kiſſes come in play? 
Shou'd we wither in our bloom, 
And ic ſimmer . hay? 


Fer * 
8 H E. 


Bonry lad, I carena by, 
Tlio I try my luck with thee, 
Since ye are content to tye 
The ha'f mark bridal band wi' me; 
I'll flip hame and waſh my fees, : 
And ſteal on linnens fair and clean, 
| Syne at the tryſting place we'll meet, 
- do but what my dare has done. 
For the ſake, &c. 
HE. 


Now my lovely Bet!y gives 
Conſent in fic a heartſome gate, 
It me frae a* my care relieves, 
And doubts that gart me aſt lool blate ; 
Then let us gang and get the grace, 
For they that have an appetite 
Shou'd eat ;—and lovers ſhou'd embrace; 
If theſe be faults, tis nature's wyte. 
Fer tre ſake, XC. | ns | 


Norland Jockv and Southland JexNrx. 


' Southland Terry, that was right bonny, 
K 1 for 4 ſunor a norland Fobmny ; 


_ 


But he was ſican a baſhfu* wooer, 

That he cou'd ſcarcely ſpeak unto her, | 

Till blinks of her beauty, and hopes o' her ler, 

Forc'd him at laſt to tell kis mind till her. 

My dear, quoth he, we'll nas langer tarry, 

$ - 5 

| 8 HE. 4 

Come, come away then, my norland laddie, 9 

Tho' we gang neatly, ſome are mair gaudy; — 

And albeit I have neither gowd nor money, | 1 

Come, and I'll ware my beauty on thee. 4 
| HE. _ 

Ye laſſes of the ſouth, ye're 4 for drefling ; 9 

L aſſes of the north mind milking and threſhing ; 

My minny wad be angry, and fac wad my dady, 

Shou'd I marry ane as dink as a lady. 

For 1 maun hae a wife that will riſe in the morning, A 

Crudle a the milk, and keep the houſe a ſcaulding, 1 

| Toolie with her nibours, and learn at my minny, 1 

A norland Focky maun hae a norland Jerry. 

. n 

My father's only daughter and twentythouſand pound. 

Shall never be beſtow'd on ſic a filly clown; 

For a' that I ſaid was to try what was in ye, 

Gae hame, ye norland 7cck, and court your norland 

Jag. * 


The auld yellow hair'd Ladidie. 


H E yellow hair'd laddie ſat down on yon brae, 
Cries, Milk the ews, laſſie, let nane of them Bar; 1 
And ay the milked, and ay ſhe ſang, — 
The yelloau hair d laddie ſhall be my geedman, | if 
And ay ſhe milked, &c. f 
The weather is cauld and my claithing | 75 thin ; 5 
The ews are new elipped, they winna bügle ing: 
They winna bught in the? I ſhou'd die, 
0 yellow hair'd laddie be kind to me: 
Ter auiuna bught in, &. 
Vor. I. 2 
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he goodwile cries butt the houſe, Jeux, come ben, 
he ©: eeſe is to 1nak, and the butter” s to km, 
1 ho? butter, and cheeſe, and a' fhou'd ſour, 
L crack and kiſs wi” my love ae ha'f hour; 
it's ae ha't Lov, and we's cen male it three, 


For the yellow hair'd laddie my huſband fhlall be. 


F 
% WM 
| Tune, Booru's Aliuut. 8 
Fe Al R, ſweet and young, receive 4 prize, 


Relzrv'd for your victorious eyes : 
From crowds whom at your fcet youu ice, 
Oh! pitv, and diſtinguith me. 

No graces can your form improve; 

But all are loſt unleſs you love: 


If that dear paſſion you diſdain, 3 
Tour charms and beauty are in vain. — 
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Part of an Leilooue, furg after the acting of the Oa- 
PAN an GENTLE SHEPHERD in Taylor's hall, 3 


* Heu een J. —y 25 7 


FT HUS tet * night and 5 

To fit us for our Ration. 

That when we're men we parts may play 
Are uſeſul to our nation. 

For now's the time, when we are young, 
| Ta fix our views on merit, 
Water its buds, and make the tongue 

And actions ſuit tlie Spirit. | 
This all the ſair and wiſe approve, 
We know it by your ſmiling, 

And wile we gain reſpect and love, 

Our Rudics e LOL totl:ng. 


= S 0-H 0  &- 18; 
Such application gives delight, 


And in the end proves gain{ul, 
Tho' many a dark and lifeleſs wight 
May think it hard and painful. 


Then never let us think our time 
And care when thus employ'd, 
Are thrown away, but deem't a crime. | 
When youth's by floth deſtroy'd; e | 
»Pis only active fouls can riſe? | | 
To fame, and all that's iplen lid, 1 5 | 
And favour in thoſe conquering eyes, „ —̃ 
GGainſt whom no heart's defended. 


The Generous Gentleman. A SANG. 


: Tune, The bonny laſs of Brankſome. i 
As l came in by Teviot-fide, F 
And by the braes of Brankſome, | 


*+ There firſt | ſaw my boany brids 


Young, ſmiling, {weet, and handſome g - 
Her ſkin was ſafter than the down, 
And white as alabaſter; | 
Her hair a ihining wavy brown, 9 
In ſtraitneſs nane ſurpaſs'd her: : _ 


Lie glow'd upon her neck and cheek, 


Her clear een were ſurpriſing. 


| And beautifully turn'd her neck, 


Fer little breaſts juſt riſing, | 
Nae filken hoſe, with pooſhets fine, 
Or ſhoon with glancing laces, 
On her fair leg, torbade to ſhine, | i 
Well ſhapen native graces. | \ 
Ae little coat, and bodice white, 
Was ſum of a' her claithing; 
Even that's o' er mcikle ; mair delight 
_ She'd given clad with nacthing; 
; - 


he lean'd upon a Alow'ry brae, 
By wliich a burnie trotted; 

On her I glowr'd my foul away, 

Wulle on her ſweets I doted. 


A thouſand beauties of deſert _ 
Deſore hu ſcarce alarm'd me, 

"11 this car artlets ſtruck my heart, 
And bot deſigning, charm'd me. 

I lurry'd by love, clote to my breaſt 

I oraſp'd this ſund of bliſſes; 

Wha ſmil'd, and ſaid, Without a pricſt, 
Sir, hope ſor nought but kiſſcs. | 


I had nae heart to do her harm, 
And yet I cou'dna want her; 
What ſhe demanded, ilka charm 
Of her's pled I ſhou'd grant her. 
Since Heaven had dealt to me a rowth, 
Straight to the kirk I led her, 
There plighted her my faith and trowth, 
an z young lady mate her. 


| 4—— 4442 — 
The Happy Clown. 


OW Happy is the rural clown, 
Who far remov'd from noiſe of town,; 
Contemns the glory of a Crown, _ 
Ard in lis ſafe retreat, 
Is pleaſed with his low degree, 
Is rich in decent poverty, 
Frum rife, from care and bus'ncſs free, 
At once baith gcod and preat ! 


No drums diſturb his morning ſleepꝑ. 

He fears no danger of the deep, | 

Nor noiſy law, nor courts nc'er heap 
Vexalion on his mind. 


. 


No trumpets rouſe him to the war, 
No hopes can bribe, no threats can dare; 
From ſtate intrigues he holds afar, 

And liveth unconfin'd. 


Like thoſe in golden ages born, 

He labours, gently to adorn | 
His ſmall paternal fields of corn, 
And on their product feeds : 

Each ſeaſon of the wheeling year, 
Induſtrious he improves with care ; 
And ſtill ſome ripen'd fruits appear, 

So well his t oil ſuccecds. 


Now by a ſilver ſtream ke lies, 

And angles with his baits and flies, 
And nent the ſilvan ſcene he tries, 
His ſpirit to regale: 

No from the rock or height he views 
His fleecy flock, or teeming cows, 


1 1 Then tunes his reed, or tries his muſe, 


That waits his honeſt call. 


Amidſt his harmleſs eaſy joys, 
No care his peace of mind deſtroys, 
Nor does he paſs his time in toys 
Beneath his juſt regard: 
He's fond to feel the zephyrs breeze, 
To plant and ſned his tender trees: 
And for attcnding well his bees, 
Enjoys the ſweet reward. 


| The flow'ry meads, and filent coves, 


Tze ſcenes of faithful rural loves, 
And warbling birds on blooming groves 


Afford a wiſh'd delight: 

But O! how pleaſant is this liſe, 
Bleſs'd with a chaſte and virtuous wife, 
And children prattling without ſtriſe, 

Around his fire at night. 

83 
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Willy was a Wanton Wag. 


I LLY was.2 wanton wag, 
| The lad that cer I ſaw, 
At bridals ſtill he bore the brag, 

And carried ay the gree awa: 
His doublet was of Zetland ſhag, 

And wow ! but Willy he was braw, 
And at his ſhoulder hang a tag, 
That pleas'd the laſſes beſt of a“. 


He was a man without a clag, . 
His heart was Grank- without a flaw ; | 
And ay whatever Willy ſaid, 

It was ſtill hadden as a law. 
His boots they were made of the jag, 
When he vent to the ſhaw, 
{pon the green nane durſt him brag, 

The fint a ane amang them a. 


And was nor Willy well worth gowd? 
He wan the love of great and {ma'; 
For after he the bride had kifs'd 

Hie kiſs'd the laſſes hale ſale a. 
Sae merrily round the ring he Tow'd, 8 
Wen be the hand he led them a', 
And ſmack on ſmack on them beſtow'd, 
. By virtue of a ſtanding taw. * - 


Ard was na Willy a a preat lown, 

As ſhyre a lick as e er was ſeen ? IP 
When wi danc'd with the lafſes round, 
The bride; groom ſpeer'd where he had been. 
Quoth Willy. Pve been at the ring, 

With bobbing faith my ſhanks are fair, 

Gae ca' your bride and maidens in, 

For Willy he dow do nae mair. 


Then reſt ye, Willy I'll gae out, 
And for a wee fill up the ri 

But ſhame li ght on his ſouple ſmout, 
He wanted EC ARELL Wanton fling. 
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Then ſtraight he to the bride did fare, 
Says, Well's me on your bonny face, 
With bobbing H##/*; ſhanks are ſair, 
And Pm come out to fill his place. 
Bridegroom, ſhe ſays, you'll ſpoil the dance, 
And at the ring you'll ay be lag, 
Unleſs, like ili, ye advance; N ö 
(O! ih has a wanton leg) 4 ft 
For wi't he learns us a? to ſteer, i 
And foremoſt ay bears up the ring; | 
We will find nae fic dancing here, 4 
If we want #i/h'; wanton fling. W. W. ; 
BO << r N- „neee 
CrxxIa's Reflections - on herſelf for ſligh:- 
| ing Phil AN DERA's Love. | 
| g Pr 's * f 
Tune, The Gallant Shoe-maker. 1 
K7 OUNG Phbilauder woo'd me lang, | 
But 1 was peeviſh and forbad him, 
| TI wadna tent his loving ſang, 
But now I with, I wiſh I had him: 
Il morning when I view my glaſs, 
Then I perceive my beauty going; 
And when the wrinkles ſeize the face, 
| Then we may bid adieu to wooing. 


My beauty, anes ſo much admir' d, 
I find it fading faſt, and flying; 
My cheeks, which coral-like appear d, | 
Grow pale, the broken blood decaying ; 1 = 
Ah! we may ſee ourſelves to be, _ 
Like ſummer fruit that is unſhaken;z | 
When ripe, they ſoon fall down and die, 1 
And by corruption quickly taken. | N 


Uſe then your time, ye virgins fair, 
Employ your day before tis evil; 

| Fifteen is a ſeaſon rare, HD 
But five 2nd twenty is the devil. 
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lag when ripe, conſent umo't 

ng ane ro pillow ; 
Women are like 


They low their rl when too mellow. 


If opportunity be loſt, 
Luou''ll find it hard to be regained ; | 
Which now | may tell to my coſt, -. 
Thovgh but my ſell nane can be blamed : 
If then your fortune you reſpect. 
Take the occalin when it offers; 
Nor a true lover's ſuit neglect, 
Leſt you be ſcoff'd for being ſcoffers. 


I. by his fond expreſſions thoug __ 
That in his love he'd ne'er prove changing; 
But now, alas! tis turn'd to nought, 
And, paſt my hope, he's gane a ranging. 
Dear maidens, then tak my advice, 
And let na coyneſs prove your ruin * 
: For if ye be o'er fooliſh nice, 
Tour ſuitors will give over wooing. 
Then maidens auld you nam'd will be, 
And in that fretfu” rank be number'd, 
As lang as liſe; and when ye die, 


With leading apes be ever cumber'd: 
A puniſhment, and hated brand, 
Wich which nane of us are contented ; 
Then be not wiſe behind the hand, 


The young Ladies Thanks to the 

= gin, for ber ſeaſonable Advice. 
OG we canna tell 

How many many thanks we owe you, | 
For pointing out to us ſae well 

Theſe very rocks that did o'erthrow you : | 


e 
And we your leſſon ſae ſhall mind, 


That e' en though a' our kin had ſwore it, 


Ere we ſhall be an hour behind, 
We'll take a year or twa before it. 


We'll catch all winds blaw in our ſails, 
And full keep out our flag and pinnet; 
IT young Philander anes aſſailss 
HS ſtorm love's fort, then be ſhall win it : 
We may indeed {or modeſty, 
Preſent our forces for reſiſtance; 
But we ſhall quickly lay them by, 
And contribute to his aſſiſtance. 
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The Step Daughter's Relief. 


Tune, The Kirk wad let me be. 


Was anes a well tocher'd laſs, 
My mither left dollars to me; 


But now i'm brought to a poor paſs, 


My ſtep dame has gart them flee. 
My father he's aften frac hame, £2 
And ſhe plays the deel with his gear; 
She neither has lawtith nor ſhame, 
And keeps the hale houſe in a ſteer. 


She's barmy-fac'd, thriftleſs and bauld, 

And gars me aft fret and repine; 
While hungry, half-naked and cauld, 

Il ſee her deſtroy what's mines 

But ſoon I might hope a reven 

And ſoon of my ſorrows be . 

My poortith to plenty wad l 

were hung up on a tree. 


Quoth Ringan, wha lang time had b 
This W459 laſs tenderly, 

I'll take thee ſweer May, in thy ſnood, 
* - 
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is only your ſell that I wart, 
Vor kindneſs is better to me 
Than u' that your ſtep mother, ſcant 
Oi grace, now has taken frae tlice. 


I'm but a yourg farmer, it's true, 

And ye ars the ſprout ot a laird; 
_ But I have miilk-cattie enow, 

Ard rowth of good rucks in my yard; 
Ye !hall have raething to faſh ye, 
Sax ſervants ſhall jouk to thee ; 

Then kilt up thy coats my laſſie, 


And gae thy ways hame with me. 


The maiden her reaſon employed, 
Not thinking the offer amiſs, 
Conſented; — while Ringan o' erjoyed, 
Receiv'd her with mony a kiſs. 
And now ſne ſits blythly fingan, 
And joking her drunken | tg dame, 
| Delighted with her dear Kingan, 
That makes her good-wite at hame. 


duvednvnpðοονναhæ ec I 


IzAx x, where haſt thou been? 


O0 Jeam) — haſt thou been? 
Father and mother are ſeeking of thee, . 


Ye have been ranting, playing the wanton 
Keeping of Jocky company. 
O Betty, Pre been to fear the mill clack, 
Gettiz:g meal ground for the family, 
As fow as it gade I brang hame the ſack, 
For the miller has taken nae mowter frae me. 


Ha! Jcany, Feany, there's meal on your back, 
The miller's a wanton billy, and flee, 
Though victual's come hame again hale, what reck* 

I fear he has taken his mowter aff thee. 
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And, Betty, yc ſpread your linen to Heach, 
Win that Wis done, where could you 5 2 
Ha! lafi, I faw ye flip down the hedee, 
Aid wanton Willy was following thee. 


| Ay, Jearny, Frans, ye gade to the kirk; 
But when it ſkail'd, where could thou be; 


Ve came na hame till it was mirk, 


They fay the kiſſi. g clerk came wi' ye. 

O tally late, what wilt thou do? . 
If thou grow great, they'll heeze thee hie. 

Look to your/c!l, if Jock prove true; | 5 
The clerk #1 2 W will keep me fre ce. Q. 


— UNSEEN NIN ININING CH IEEE 


Tun, Loft time I came oer the 1 ar. 


E blytheſt lads, and laſſes gay, 
Hear what iny ſang dicloſes. 

As I ae morning ſleeping lay 

Upon a bank of roſes, 
Young Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, 

By good luck chanc'd to ipy me: 
He took his bonnet af his head, 

And tattly fat down by me. 


Jamie though I right meikle priz'd, 
Vet now 1 wana ken him; 

But with a frown my face diſguis'd, 
And itrave away to ſend him: 

But fondly he ſtill nearer preſt, 
And by my ſide down lying, 

His beating heart thumpes ſae faſt, 
TI rhougut che lad was 27 ing. 


But ſtill reſolving to deny, 

And angry paſſion feigning, 
1aften rougnly ſhot him by, 
Wich words dull ot didaining. 
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Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour wins, 


Went aff much diſcontented ; | But 
But I in truth, for a? my ſins, "4 
Ne'er haff ſac fair repented. . To 
The Cal Laird. 
| Cock hd fou cadgie, | ans 
With Jenny did meet, Wh 
He haws'd her, he kiſs'd her, 


And ca'd her his ſweet. 


Jo Jerry, quoth he. | 
If I gae alang wi' ye, . 8 : 


Le ſ mauna fail, 
To feaſt me with caddels 
And good hacket- kail. 
Tube deels in your err. 


Jem, quoth he, 
c renn and kites 
Are fitter for thee. 
My lairdſhip can yield me 
As meikle a year, x 
1. wang peu (ane. 
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But having nae tenants, : 
O Jenny, Jenny, | 

To buy ought I ne'er have 
A. penny, quoth he. 


The Borrowlſtoun merchants 
Will fell ye on tick, 
For we maun hae braw things, 
| Alheit they ſoud break. 
' When broken, frac care, 
The fools are ſet free, 
1 When we make them lairds 


In the Abbey, quoth ſhe. 
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The Soger Laddie. 


Y Goger bake nar ths ſea, 
And he will wing gold and money to me; 
And when he comes hame, he'll make me a lady, 
: My bleſſing gang with my ſoger laddie. 
* My doughty laddie is handſome and brave, 
And can as a ſoger and lover behave; 

True to his country, to love he is Reddy, | 
| There's few to compare with my ſoger laddie. 


Shield him, ye angels, frae death in alarms, 

| Return him with laurels to my langing arms, 

Syne frae all my care ye'll preſently free me, 
When back to my wiſhes my ſoger ye gi'e me. 


O ſoon may his honours bloom fair on his brow, 
As quickly they muſt if he get luis due: 
For in noble actions his conrage is ready, 

Which makes ine delight in my ſoger ladiz. 
Vor. I. 1 
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The Arcners March. 


OUND, ſound the muſic, ſound it, 
1 Let hills and dales rebound it: 
Let hills and dales rebound it, 
In praiſe of archery: 
Its origin divine is, 
The practice brave and fine is, 
Which generouſly inclines us 
„ To guard our liberty. 
Art by the Gods employed, 
By which heroes enjoyed, 
By which heroes enjoyed 
T j̃jhe wreaths of victory. 
The Deity of Parnaſſus, 
The God of ſoit careiles, 
ö Chaſte Cynthia and her laſſes, 
Delight in archery. 


See, ſee yon bow extended! 
 *T'is Jone himſelf that bends it, 

Tis Jcve himſelf that bends it, 
|  __ Ofer clouds on high it glows, 
Ab nations, Turks and Parthians, 
The Tartars and the Scythians, 
The Arabs, Moor, and Tadians, | | 
With bravery draw their bows, 


Our own true records tell us, 
That none could e'er excel us, 
That none could e'er excel us 
In martial archery : 
With ſhafts our fires engaging, 
Oppos'd the Romans raging, 
D-teat the fierce Norwegian, 
And ſpared tew Dane, to flee. 


e 
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Witreſs Largs and Lorcarti: 
Durkel and Aberlemny, 


Datel and Aberleimry. 
Nine and Retire, 


The Chrvi.ts all the border, 
Were bowmen in brave order, 


Told enemies, if furder 5 
Ihey mov'd, they'd ne'er ret turn. 


Sound, found the muſic, ſound it, 
Let hills and dales rebound i:, 


Let hills and dales rebouid 1, 
Ila praiſe of archery, 
Us'd as a game it plcaſcs, 


The mind to joy it raiſes, 


Largs, where the 8 headed by their va - 
liant king Haco, were, AIune 1263, totally defeat 
by Ar EXxAN DR III. King of Scots; the he- 
roic ALEXANDER, grcat Reward of Scilard, 
commanded the right win 

Loncartie, near Perth, where King KrNNTTu 


ncipally owing to the valour and reſolution of the 
rſt brave Hay, and his tuo ſons. 


Duntel here, and in Mu, and on the banks cf 


pri obtained ihe victory over the Dares, which was 


Tay, our great King „ ee GAlpus in 


three battles overthrew 59,00 Rc in the 10igt 
of the Emperor Donitian. 
Aberlemny, four miles from Brechin, where Kine 
M aLcom II. obtained a glorious victory over the 
united armies of Danes, Neravogiarn, and Cumbrior:. 
&c. commanded by Svtxo King of Dennurk, and | 
his warlike ſon Prince CaxwvTE. 
Neſline, about five miles Scuth of Eainbur oh. vll ere 


| 19,000 Scers, led by Sir Joun Cunnin and Sir S1- 


Mon Frazer, Ccfeat in three battles in one uy 
30, ooo of their enemies, 4-79 1303. 5 
The battles of Bannoctburn and (I iviot, Ke. are is 
well n, that they awe no notes. 
2 


And throws 6 all diſcaſes 
Ot lazy luxury. 


| Now, now our care beguiling. 
When all the year looks ſmiling, 
Whea all the vear looks ſmiling, 
With healthful harmony : 
The ſun in glory glowing, | 
Wich morning dew beſtowing, 
SV, ect fragrance, liſe, and growing, 


To flowers and every tree. 


"Vis now th: archers royal, 
an hearty band and loyal, 
An hearty band and loyal, 
That in juſt thoughts agree, 
Appear in an-1ent bravery, 
Deſpiſing all baſe Enavery, 
Which tends to bring in ſlavery 
Souls worthy to live free. 


Sound, ſound the muſic, ſound it, 
Fill up the gluſs and round wwt, 
J ll up the glaſs and round wi't, „ 
: H-.lth and proſperity | 
T” our great Cui r and Of: wry i 
1 our reſideut and Caunſellas 
70 all, who like their brave fo: bears, 


Delight in archery. 
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The filliaauing SONGS to te ſuns in their preger 
Pt. gces, on acting of the Gentle Shepherd. 


SANG I. The evaroking a ef the * 
Sung by Patie, Page I. 1 
Y Perry is a young thing, 

11 alt AT in her teens. 

75 air as tlie day, and ſweet as Max, 
Lair as the day, and always gay. 

My Peggy is a young thing, 
Aud I'm nut very _— 
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5 Yet well 1 like to meet her at 
The wawking of the fauld. 


My Peggy ſpeaks ſac ſweetly, lt 
Whene' er we meet alane ; | 
I wiſh nac mair, to lay my care, 
I with nae mair, of a' that's rare. 
My Pegey ſpeaks fac ſweetly, 
To a' the lave I'm cauld; 
But ſhe gars a my ſpirits glow 
At wawking of the fauld. 


My Pegg; ſmiles ſac kindly, 

| Whenc'er | whilper love, 

That 1 look down on a' the town, 

That I look down upon a crown, 

Muy Peggy ſmiles fat kindly, | 

It makes me blyche 4 bauld, 

And naething gi'es me fic delight, 

As wan king of the tauld. 


Wy Peege; ſings ſae ſafily, 
When on my pipe I play; 
By a' the reſt it is conf; 
By a' the reſt, that ſhe ings beſt. 
= My Peggy ſings ſae ſaftly. 
And in her fangs are tald, 
With i innocence, the wale of ſenſe, 

At wawking of the fauld. 
rr 2 
SANG II. H gar rub ber Ver with trace. 

Surg by Patie, p. 6. | 
E A R Roger, if your Jenny geck, 
And anſwer kindneſs with a ſlight, 
Seem unconcern'd at her negl. ct, 
For women in a man delight: 
But them deſpiie who're ſoon defeat, | 1 
And with a ſimple face give way 
| To a repulſe—then be not blate, | 
Puſh bauldly on, and win the day. 
Tx - 
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When maidens, innocently young, 
Say aften what they never mean, 
Ne' er mind their pretty lying tongue, 
But tent the language of their een: 
If theſe agree, and ſhe perſiſt 
To anſwer all your love with hw, 
Seek elſewhere to be better bleſt, 
And let her eden * oo late. 


8 ANG III. Palæuart on the Green. 


Sung by Peggy, p. 10. 
HE dorty will repent, 
. If lover's heart grow cauld, 
And nane her ſmiles will tent, 
S8oon as her face looks auld: 
The dawted bairn thus takes the pet, 
Nor eats, though hunger crave, 
Whimpers and tarrows at it's _ . 
And's laught at by the lave ; 
They jeſt it till the dinner's paſt, 
Thus by it ſell abus'd, 


The fool thing is oblig'd to faſt, 


m 


SANG 1V. 0 dear Mother, what ſhall 7 do? 


Sung by Jenny, p. 11. 

\ Dear Peggy, love's beguiling, 

4 r I ES I Rog, - 
Better far to do as I do, 

Leſt a harder luck betide yon. 

Lafles when their fancy's carried, 
Think of nought but to be married; 

Running to a life deſtroys 


Heartlowe, free, . 


„ M3044 Pha „ 
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SANG v. Hin can Ihe fad on my Wedding day d 
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1 hope we'll ſee them at the laſt 


Who bravely ſtands in the defence: 
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Sung by Peggy, p. 12. 
O ſhall I be ſad when a huſband I hae, 
That has better ſenſe than any of thae ? 
Sour weak filly fellows, who ſtudy like fools 
To ſink their ain joy, and make their wives ſnnols, 
The man who is prudentne'er lightlies his wife, 
Or with dull reproaches enceurages ſtrife; 
He praiſes her virtues, and ne'er will abuſe 
Her for a ſmall failing, but find an excuſe. 


SANG VI. Nanſy's to the Green Wed gane. 


Sung by Jenny, p. 15. 
vield. dear laſſie, you have won, 
And there is nae denying, 


That ſure as light flows frae the ſun, 


Frae love proceeds complying ; 

For a? that we can do or ſay, 
*Gaink love nae thinker heeds us, 

They ken our boſoms lodge the fac, 


That by the heart-ſtringy lead us. 
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SANG vn. Cauld Kal: in Aberdeen. 
Sung by Glaud or Simon, p. 18. 


AU L b be the rebel's caſt, 
Oppreſſors baſe and bloody, 


Strung a' up in a woody. 
Bleſt be * of worth and ſenſe, 
And ever high his ſtation, 


Ot king and nation, 
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SANG vit. Mucking of Geordy's Bre. | 
Sung by Simon, þ. 19. | 
HE laird who in riches and honour 
Wad thrive, ſhould be kindly and — 
Nor rack the poor tenants, wha labour 
Io riſe aboon poverty: 
Elſe, like the pack horſe th:t's unfother'd 
And burden'd, will tumble down faint; 
Thus virtue by hardſhip is ſmother'd, 
And rackers aft tine their rent. 


EEFFFESFFHFFHFESEF I FFFSESFEFH ESD 


GANG IX. Carle and the King come 
by Maule, p. 24. 
EGGT, now the king's come, 
„now the king's come, 
Thon may dance, and I ſhall ing, 
Peggy, ſince the king's come. 

Nae mair the . thou ante li, 
But chan y p coat for ſilk, 
And be a lady of that ilk, 

Now, Peggy, ſince the king's come. 
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SANG X. Winter was cauld, and ay Claithing 


wa, thin. 


OR Peggy ard Patie, p. 30. 
PEGGY. 
WW HEN firi my dear laddie gade to the green bil, 
And Iat ewe · milking firſt ſey'd my yourg Wil, 
To bear the milk bowie, nae pain was to me, 
When I at the bughting forgather'd with thee. 


FATIE, - bells, 
When corn rigs war'd yellow, and blue heather- 
Bloom'd bonny on moorland and ſweet riſing fells. 
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Nae birns, brier, or breckens, gave trouble to me, . | 
If 1 found the berries right red for thee. | 


PECGY. | 
| When thou ran, or wreſtled, or putted the ſtane, — 
And came aff the victor, my heart was ay fain : 
Thy ilka ſport manly gave pleaſure to me; 
For nane can put, wrelile, or run ſwift as thee. 


„ 

Our 7 Jenny fings ſaftly the Coden Broom Knows, 
And Rrjic lilts ſweetly the Milting the cu 
There's few Jenny Nettles like Nauß can ſing, 

At Throw the w39d laddie, Boſs gars our lugs ring : 

But when my dear P-poy ſings with better kill, 

The Boat man, Teveedjide, or the Laſs of the mill, 
is many times ſweeter and pleaſing to me; 


F or tho' they ling uicely, they cannot like ther. 


PECGCY. 
How eaſy can laſſes trow what they deſire ? 


A And praiſes ſac kindly increaſes love's fire; 
| Give me till this pleaſure, my ſtudy ſhall be 


To make myſelf better and ſweeter for thee, 


eee eee ——— $61 eohpes 


SANG XI. By the delicious ewarmneſs of thy month, 
Sung by Patie and Peggy, p. 32. 


Printed in the Pas rox Al, and in this Mis czt⸗ 
LAN r, Vol. I. Page 75. 
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SANG XI. Happy Clown. 


Sung by Sir William, 7. 35. 


ID from himſelf, now by the dawn 
He ſtarts as freſh as roſes blawn, 
And ranges o'er the heights and lawn, 


After his blecting Locks, 


— 


Unmov'd with what diſturbs the great, 
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Healthſul and innocently gay 

He chants, and whittles out the day ; 

Vataught to ſmile, and then betray, 
Like courtly weathercocks. 


Life happy from ambition free, 


Envy and vile hypocrite, 


Where truth and love wich joys agree, 
Unſullied with a crime: 


In proping of their pride and ſtate, 
He lives, and unaffraid of fate, 
| — ſpends his time. 


| ea e eee 


8 ANG XIII. Leib. Nad. 


Surg by Jenny and Roger p. 47. 


* RE I aſſurꝰd you'll conſtant prove, 
You ſhould nae mair complain, 
The eaſy maid beſet with love, 
Few words will quickly gain: 


For I muſt own, now fince you're fret, 


This too fond heart of mine 


Has lang, a black-fole true to thee, 


Wiſt'd to be pair d with thine. 
Rock x. 


55 I'm happy now, ah ! let my head 


Upon thy breaſt recline ; 


The pleaſure ſtrikes me near-hand dead? 


Is Jenny then ſae kind? | 
O let me briſs thee to my heart! 
And round my arms entwine: 


Delightful thought! we'll never part! 


Come preſs thy mouth to mine. 


ad 
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SANG XIV. Oer Bait. 


Surg by Jenny, p. 48. 


W E LL I agree, ye're ſure of me; 
Next to my father gae; 

Make him content to give conſent, 
He'U hardly ſay you nay: 

For you have what he wad be at, 

And will commend you well, | 
Since parents auld think love grows cauld, 
Wuere bairns want milk and meal. 


Shou'd he deny, I carena by, 

He'd contradiQ in vain. 
Tho? a? my kin had ſaid and ſworn, 
But thee 1 will have nane. 

Then never range, or learn to change, 
| Like theſe in high degree: 
And if you prove faithful in love 
| You'll find nae fault in me. 


E — 

SANG XV. Wat je wha Inet yeſtreen? | 
Sung by Sir William, p. 54- 5 

T OW from ruſticity, and love, | 

Whoſe flames but over lowly burn, 


My gentle ſhepherd muſt be drove, 
His ſoul mnſt take another turn : 


| As the rough diamond from the mine, 


In breaking only {hews its light, 
Till poliſhing has made it ſhine : 
Thus learning makes the genius bright, 
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SANG XVI. Kirk wad let me be. 


Sung by Patie, p. 63. 


'U TY and part of reaſon, 

Plead ſtrong on the parents fide, 
Which love ſuperior calls treaſon ; | 
The ſtrongeſt muſt be obey d: 
For now tho? I'm one of che gentry, 

My conſtancy falichood repels ; 
For change in my heart has no entry, 
Still have my dear F excels. 


++ 


SANG XVII. i, my beat that — 


Surg hy Peggy, p. 67. 
PEAK on, 
Hold up a heart that's ſinking under 
"Theſe fears, 2 ſoon will want relief, 
When Pate mult from his Peggy ſunder. 
A gentler face, and ſilk attire, | 
A lady rich in beauty's bloſſom, 
Alzke poor me ! will now conſpire 
To ſteal thee from thy Peggy's boſom. 


No more the ſhepherd who excell'd 
I) be reſt, whoſe wit made them to wonder, 
Shall now his Peggy's praiſes tell, 
Ah! I can die, but never ſander. 
Ye meadows where we often ſtray'd, Oo 
Ye banks where we were wont to wander, 
Sweet ſcented rucks, round which we play'd, 


Lou' ll loſe your ſweets when we're aſunder. 


Again ah! ſhall I never creep 
Around the know with filent duty, 

Kindly to watch thee while aſleep, 

And wonder at thy manly beauty? 


ſpeak thus, and Rill my grief, 
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Hear, heaven, while ſolemnly I row, 


Though thou ſhouldſt prove a wand'ring lover, 
Through life to thee I ſhall prove true, 
Nor be a wife to any other. 


SSSOSTHIMASHLKSS 


SANG. XVIII. range. 


Surg by Peggy, 7. 68. 


W HEN hope was quite ink in deſpair, 
My heart it was going to break ; 
My lite appear'd worthleſs my care, 
But now 1 will ſaveꝰt for - ſake. 
Where“ er my love travels by day, 
Wherever he lodges by night, 
With me his dear image mall fy 
And my ſoul heap ths him cer in Kobe. 


With patience I'll wait the long year, 

And ſtudy the gentleſt charms ; 
Hope time away till thou appear, 

To lock thee for ay in thoſe arms. 
Whilſt thou waſt a ſhepherd, I priz'd. 
| No higher degree in this lite 

But now I'll endeavour to riſe 
To a height is becoming thy wife. 


For beauty that's only ſkin deep 
Muſt fade like the gowans of May, 
But inwardly rooted will keep 
For ever, without a decay. 
Nor age, nor che changes of life, 
I --- - £m quench the fair fire of love, 
If virtue's ingrain'd in the wife, 
And the huſband have ſenſe to approve. 
Vo ti . WT 
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SANG XIX. Buſh aboon Traquair. 


Surg iy Peggy, p. 70. 
＋ ſetting day and riſing moru, 
With {out tiat Rill thall love thee, 
I'll aſk of heaven thy tate return, 
With all that can improve thce. 
I'll vifit oft the birken- buſh, 
Where firſt thou kindly told me 
Sweet tales of love, and hid my bluſh, 
Whillt round thou didſt enfold me. 


To all our haunts Iwill repair, 
By greenw ood, ſhaw or fountain; 
Or where the ſummer day Pd ſhlare 
Wich thee. upon yon mountain. 
There will IL tell che trees and flowers, 
From thoughts unteign'd and tender, 
By vows you e mine, Ly love is yours 
A heari which cannot wander. 


+. SANG XX. Bonny grey c Morn. 
Sung by Sir William, p. 74. 
H bonny grey ey'd morning begins to peep, 
And daiknets flies before the rifing ray, 
The hearty hy nd itarts trom his lazy fleep, 
To tollow ha! ful labours of the day, 
Without a guiity ſting to wrinkle his brow, | 
The lark and the linnet tend his levee, 


And he joins their concert, driving his plow, 
From toil of grimace and pageautry free. 


While fluſter'd with wine, or madden'd with loſs 
Ot half an eitate, the prey of a man, 
The drunkard and gameiter tumble and toſs, 
Wilhing for cauuncts and flumber in vain. 


- —— — * . 
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Be my portion health and quietneſs of mind. 

Plac'd at due diitance from parties and ſtace, 
Where neicher ambition nor avarics blind, 

Reach him who has happineis link'd to his fate. 
NN oc $><$ +4 >< tb >< 
Un our Ladies being dreſed in Scots Manu-— 

Jacture, at a Public Atiemblz. 
A $ 0 N 6. 


Tune, O'er the Hills an ſar away. 


ET meaner beautics uſe their art, 
And range both [-:9:er tor thee dreſs, 


Our fair can captivate the heart 


In native weeds, nor look the leſs. 


More bright unborrowed beauties ſhine, 


The artleſs ſweetneſs of each face 
Sparkle with luſtres more divine, 
When freed of every foreign grace. 


2 The tawny nymph on ſcorching plains, 


May uſe the aid of gems and paint, 


Deck with brocade and Tyrian ſtains 


Features of ruder ſorm and taint. 
What Caledonian ladies wear, 
Or from the lint or woollen twine, 


Adorn'd by all their ſweets, appear 


Whate'er we can imagine fine. 


Apparel neat b=comes the fair, 

The dirty dreſs may lovers cool, 

But clean, our maids need have no care, 
If clad in linen, ſilk or wool. 

T' adore Myrtilla who can ceaſe ? 
Her active charms our praiſe demand, 


Clad in a mantua from the fleece, 


Spun by her own delighted hand. 
Who can behold Ca/i/ia's eyes, 
Fler breaſt, her _ ſaowy arms, - 
hy 18 
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And mind what artiſts can deviſe, 
To rival niore ſuperior charms ? 
Compar'd with thoſe, the diamond's dull, 
Lans, ſatins, and the velvets fade, 
Ihe ſoul with her attractions full, 
Can never be by theſe betray d. 


S APH IR A, all o'cr native ſweets, 
Not the falſe glare of dreſs regards, 
Her wit, her charalder completes, | 
Her ſinile her lovers fighs rewards. 
When ſuch firſt beauties lead the way, 
Ihe inferior rank will follow ſoon ; 
Then arts no longer ſhall decay, 
But trade encourag'd be in tune. 


Millions of fleeces ſhall be wove, 

And flax that on the valleys blooms, 

Shall make tlie naked nations love 
And bleſs the labours of our looms ; 

We have enough, nor want from them, 
But trifies hardly worth our care, 

et for theſe — let them claim 

Wat ſood and cloth we have to ſpare. 


How happy's Sotland in her fair! 
Her amiable daughters ſaall, 
By acting thus with virtuous care, 
Again the golden age recal : 
Enjoying them, Edina neter 
Shall miſs 2 court ; but ſoon ans | 
In wealth, when thus the lov'd appear 
Around the ſcenes, or in the dance. 


Barbarity ſhall yield to ſenſe, 
And lazy pride to uſeful arts, 
When ſuch dear angels in defence 
Of virtue thus engage their hearts 
Bleſt guardians of our joys and wealth, 
True fountaiſis of dclght and love, 
Long bloom your charms, fixt be your health, 
Till tir'd with carth ye mount above, 


N 
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A Fragmeat of an cd heroic Ballad. 
ITATELY ſtept he Eafl the wa, 
And ſtately ſtept he Weſt, 


Full ſeventy years he now had ſeen, 8 


With ſcarce ſeven years of reſt. 


He liv'd when Briton, breach of faith 


Wronght Scotland meikle wae : 
And ay his (word tald to their cot, 
He was their deadly fae. 


II. 


High c on a hill his caſlle ſtude, 


With halls and tours a hight, | 
And guidly chambers fair io ſee, 
Where he lodg'd mony a knight. 


His dame ſae pierleſs anes and air, 


For chaſt and beauty deimt, 
Nae marrow had in all the land, . 
Save Elenur the Quten. 


III. 


Nn bare, 


All men of valour ſtout: 


In bluidy fight, with ſword in hand, 


Nine loſt their lives bot doubt; 


Four yet remain, lang may they live 


To ſtand by liege and land: 


High was their fame, high was their might, 


And bigh was their command. 
5 


Great love they bare to Fairly fair, 


Their ſiſter ſaft and deir, 
Her girdle ſhawd her middle jimp, 
And gowden gliſt her hair. 


What waefou wae her bewtie bred: F 


Waefou to young and auld. 


Waefou I trou to kyth and kin, 


3s ary ever tals. 
V3 
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V. 
The King of Worſe in ſummer tyde, 
Puft up with power and might, 
Landed G fair Scotland the iſle, 
With mory a hardy knight : 
The tydings to our gude Scots? King, 
Came as he ſat at dyne, 
With noble chiefs in brave array, 
Drenking che blude-rcid wyne. 
: =. 
«© To horſe, to horſe, my royal liege, 
 « Your faces ſtand on the ſtrand, 
« Full twenty thouſand glittering | pears 
The king of Mer commands.” 
Beg me my //eed, Madge dapple graꝝ, 
Our gude King raiſe and cry'd; 
A truftier beaſt in all the land, 
| 4 Scots King —_ 


| VII. 

Ce, li 22 page, tell Hardyknute, 
Wha lites on hill ſo hie, 

T5 draw bes feword, the areid of fa. 
And hafte and follow nie. 

The little pag: ficw ſwift as dart 

Flung by his maſter's arm, 

Eine diaun, come daun, Lord Hardyknute, 
Aud red your Kirg frae harm. 


VIII. 

Then reid, reid grew his dark-brown cheixs, 
Sac did his dark brown brow ; 

TIis looks grew keen as they were wont 
In dangers great todo; 

He has tane a horn as green as 
And gien fve ſounds ſae ſhrill, 

That trees in greenwood ſhook thereat, 

Sae loud rang ilka hill. 


Ix. 


His ſons in manly ſport and glie, 
Had 6 


1 


. 


% 
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When lo! down in a graſſy dale, 
They heard their father's horn. 
That horn, quoth they, ner ſrunds in peacey 
Mie have ether ſports to byde; 
And ſoon they hey'd them up the bill, 
And ſoon were at | bis ſyde. 


X. 
Late, late x: PER i weird in p. ace, 
To end my length ued life, 


My age might weil excuſe my arm, 


Frae manly feats of firife ; 
But now that Norſe docs proudly booſt 
Fair Scotland ts enthrall, 


I', ne er be ſaid of Hardy knute 


He. fe 14 te fight ci -fall. 


os 
Robin 17 Rothfay, herd ih; bow, 
Thy arrsw e jo lei, 
ony a comic y counteranice 
They have turr'd ts deadiy . 
Brade Lhonias, tak ye but your lance, 
Tie neid nac wraps mair, 


Cie fight u' as ye did anes 


Gai 2 Weſtmorland's fierce heir. 
XII. 


ds light of J . 17 as Nag 


That runs in bs wyll, 


Get me my thouſands three of men 


Well bred tc ſward and ſpiel i: 
Bring me my horſe and hari: jene, 
My Made of metal clier. 


| Iffacs kend but the hand it bare, 


They ſoon had fled for fear. 
XIII. 


And aw dame, ſae pierleſs coed, 


And * her by the hand, 
Fairer to me in age yo ſcenn, 


* bew Yam d. 


4. 8 O0 N G 8. 
My youngeſt for fall here remain 


To guard theſe ſtately towirs, 
And ſhut the ſilver bolt that keips 

Sac faſl your painted bowirs. 

> + \ FR 

And firſt ſhe wet her comely cheiks, 
And then her boddice 
Hir filken cords of twirtle twill, 

Weil plett with ſilver ſheen; 
And apron ſet with mony a dyce 

Of needle- wark ſae rare, | 
Wove by nae hand, as ye may gueſs, . 

Save that ot 1 fair. = 


XV. 
And hekas ridden owre muir and moſs, 
__ Owrre hills and mony a glen, 
When he came to a wounded knight 
Making a heavy mane; 
Flere maun I he, here maun I dhe, 

By treacheries falſe Gyles ; 
Witleſs I was that eir gave 7 uth 

To wicked wem s ſmyles. 


XVI. | 

Sir bright, gin ye were in my Jowir 

7 tran on filken ſeat, 

My lady s kindle care you'd prove, 
Wha neir kend deidly hate ; 

Hir ſelf wald watch ye all the day, 

Hir maids a deid of night; 

Aud Fairly fair your heart auald cherr, 
As ſhe flands in your ſight. 


XVII. 


Ariſe, young knight, and maunt your ficid, 


Fuͤull loxwns the ſhynand day, 
Chuſe ſrae ny menzie whom ye ple r/o 
Do lead je en the way. 
With ſmyleſs look and viſage wan, 
The wounded knight reply d, 


1 
8 

— 
N 


3 O0 N G 8s. 


Find chifiain, your intent purſurs 
Fr heir I aun abyde. 


XVIII. 

To me nge aſter d ty nmr night 

Can eir be ſowcit er fair, 
But fown beneath fume arapping tree, 
Cauld deat» ſall ond my care. 
With him nae pleading might prevail, 

Brave Hlardytxule to gain, 
Wich faireſt words an reafon ws 
Strave courteouſly in vain. 


XIX. 
Zyne he has gane far hynd attowre, 
Lord Chattarn: land ſae wyde, 
That lord a worthy wight was 27. 
When ſaes his courage ſeyd: 
Of Pictiſh race by mother's ſyde, 
When Pichi rul'd Caledon, 


| Lord Chattan claim'd the princely =" 


When he ſav'd Pic; fo crown. 


Now with his fierce and ſtalwart train, 
He reach'd a riſing height, 
Whair braid encampit on the 
Worſe? army lay in ſight ; 

Tender, niy vatiart ſons and feirs, 
| ur raging revers await 

On the urconquer'd Scottiſh {wairdy 

To try with us their fats, 


XxI. 
Mak . te him that ſuvdd 
Our ſauli upon the rude, 
Syne bravely ſhaw your veins are fidl'd 
With Caledonian blude. 
Then furth he drew his truſty glaive, 
While thouſands all around, 
Drawn frae their ſheaths glanſi in the ſun, 
And loud the wy ſound. 
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To] join his king adoun the hill 
In haſte his merch he made, 
Mhyle, playand bibrochs minſtrails melt. 
Afore him ſtately ſtrade. | 
Thryſe welcom vallant ſtoup of werr, 
Thy nations fineld and prode ; | 
Thy king nae racſon has to feer -- 
When thou art by his Hide. 8 


XXIII. | 

When hows: were bent and darts were thraws, 

For thrang ſcarce could they flie, 
The darts clove arrows as they met, 

The arrows dart the trie. 
Lang did they rage and fight full fierce; 

With little ſkaith to man, | 
But bluddy, blnddy was the field, 

Or Gat tang day was dane. 

n 

The king of Scots, that ſindle bruik d 
The war that look'd like play, 
Drew his braid ſword, and brake his bo 
| Sen bows ſeimt but delay: 

Quoth noble Rothſay, _ Pl keip, 
| vate its bled a 
. up, my mery men, cry the king, 


rade on before. 


„ 
The king of Norſe he ſought to find, 
With him to menſe the fight, 
But on his forehead there did light 
A fharp unſonſie ſhaft; 
As he his hand put up to find 
The wound, an arrow 
O waefou chance ! there pinn'd his hand 
In midſt between his een. ns 


XXVI. 
1 revenge, cry'd Rothſay's heir, 
Tour mail. ew Fey nocht * 


| 
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The, Arength and harpneſi of my dart; 
Then leut it through his ſyde: 
Another arrow weil he mark' d, 
It pierc'd his neck in twa, 


His hands then quat the filver reins, 


He laigh as card did fa”. 
XXVII. 


Fair 4 my liege, fair, fair he bliede. 


Again with might he drew 
And geſture dreid his ſturdy bow, 

Fait the braid arrow flew. 
Wae to the knight he ettled at, 

Lament now Quene Elpricd ; 


Hie dames too wail your darlings fall, 


His youth and comely meid. 
XXVIII. 


- Take af, take aff his ceftly uße 


(Ot gold weil was it twy n'd, 


Knit lyke the fowlers net, through which 


His ſteilly harneſs ſhyn'd) 


Tate, Norſe, tht gift ja me, and bid a 


Him venge the blude it beirn; 


Z if he face my bended * = 


He yore nac weapon fears. 


XXIX. 


Proud Norſe with giant body tall, 


Braid thoulders and arms ſtrong, 
Cry'd, Where is Hardyknute /ae fam 'A 
And fcir' 4 at Britain's Throne: 
The Britons tremble at his name, 
IT ſem. fhall make him wail > 
That cir my jword was mad: fre ſharp, 
Sae ft his coat of mail. 


xxx. | 


That brag bie ſtout heart coudna byde, 


It lent him youthful n. _ 
cry'd, 


Pre Hardyknute this day, 


To Scotland's 4g I hight, 
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To lay the law as horſes fu Hh, 
My word 1 mean to keip, 


Sree with the firſt ſtrake eir he _— 
He garr'd his body bleid. 


XXXI. 


Nor een lyke gray goſehau ks ſtaur'd wyl6, 


He hight with ſhame and ſpyte; 
Diforac*d is new nn far imd arm 
Tat [ft thee prawer t feryke « 
Then gave his head a blaw ſae fell, 
It made him doun to ſtorp, 

As law as he to ladies us d 
In ny gyle to Jont. 


- XXXII. 
run Glow he rais'd his bent body, 
His bow he marvell'd fair, | 
Sen blaws till then on him that dard 
As touch of Fair fair: 0 
Ne je ferliet too as Cair as he 
To ſee his ſtately look, 
Sae ſoon as eir he ſtrake a fue, 
| Sae ſoon his lyſe he took. 
XXXIII. 
Whai ir ly ke a fyte to hether ſet, 
Bauld Tema, did advance, 


A ſturdy fae with Jock enrag'd 
Up towards bim did prance; 


He ſpur'd his Reed through thickeſt rark, ; 


The hardy youth to quell, 

Wha ſtood unmov'd at his approach 
His fury to o repel. 

„„ 

That Bert brewn Neft. ſue mearly trium d 
Loks like poor Scotland's geir, 

But 4 ei ful ſeimi the rufiy prynt ! 
And loud he leugh in yer. 

44 Britain's blude has dimm'd its ſym, 
This peyut cat ſhort their vaunt ; 
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Syne pierc'd the boaſter's bairded cheik, 
Nae time he took to taunt. 


XXV. 
Short while he in his ſaddle — . 
His ſtirrip was nae ſtay, 
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| Gae feible hang his unbent knee, 


Sure taken he was fey 
Swith on the n fell, 
Right far was heard the thud, 
But Thomas look'd not as he lay 
Al waltering in his blude. 
XXXVI. 


| With cairleſs geſture, mynd unmov'd, 


On raid he North the plain, 


His ſeim in thrang of fierceſt ſtryſe, 


When winner ay the ſame: 


| Nor yet his heart dames dimpelit cheik, 


Could meiſe ſaft love to bruik, 
Till vengeful Ann return'd the ſcorn, 


Then 2 grew his loox. 
| XXXVII. 


ü of Seuch with wallowit cheik, 


All panting on the plain, 


The fainting corps of warriours lay, 


Neir to ariſe again ; 
Neir to return to native land, 
Nae mair with blythſome ſounds, 


| To boaſt the glories of the day, 


And ſhaw their ſhyning wounds. 
XXXVIII. 


On IRR" s coaſt the widow'd dame 


May waſh the rocks with teirs, 


May bh look owre the ſhipleſs ſeis, 
Before hir mate appears. 
Ceiſe, Era, ceiſe to hope in vain, 


{| Thy lord lyis in the clay, 
Ihe valiant Scet, nae revers * 


To carry life away. 
Vor. I. X 
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XXXIX. 
There on a lie, whair lands a croſs, 
Set up for monument, 
Thouiands full fierce that ſummer's day 
Fill'd keen war's black intent. 
| Let Scots, while Scots praiſe Harchtrute, 
Let Nerſe the name ay dreed, 
| Ay how be fanght, aft how be herd 
Sal lateſt ages reid. 
XL. 
Loud and chill blew Wein wind, | 
| _  Sair beat the heavy ſhowir, 
Mirk grew the night eir Hardiknute 
Wan neir his fately tower ; | 
Hixtowe that we'd wit torches ble, 


Th . 6 
Nae ink 3 my Fairly ſary 

Nor Warp ftand:s on my wall. 
Mat bodes it? Robert, Thomas ay, 
.be gol whey e 
Stand back, my ſons, be your gt, 
But by they paſt with ſpeid. 4 

. .. 

| As faſt as baef d exure Scotland's facr, 
D 4 


= Sen denen to myad ought bur kis dame, 


And maiden Fairly fair 
Black fear he felt, but what to fear, 
_ He wiſt not yet with dreid; 
een ſhook his body, Gair his limbs, 
#02056 06600 
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The Braces of TVARRNO w. 


Bis ye, buſte ye, my bonny bonny bride, 
ye, buſk ye, my winſome marrow, 

Buſk ye, buik ye, my bonuy bonny bride, 

And let us leave the braes of 7arrow. 


Where got ye that bonny bonny bride, . 
12 got ye that winſome marrow? 

I got her where I darſt not well be ſeen, 
Puing the birks on the braes of Zarrow. 


Weep not, weep not, my bonny bonny bride, - 
Weep not, weep not, my winſome marrow; 
Nor let thy heart lament to leave 
Filng the bike ea the hram of Forrem, - 


Why does ſhe weep, thy bonny bonny bride ?- 

Why does ſhe weep thy winſome marrow ? 

And why dare ye nae mair well be ſeen, 
nn Farr? 


Lang mult ſhe weep with dole and forrow, 
And lang muſt I nae mair well be feen 


Puing the birks on the braes of 7arrow. ' 


For ſhe has tint her lover, lover dear, 

| Her lover dear, the cauſe of ſorrow ! 

And I have lain the comelieſt ſwain, = 
That ever pu'd birks on the braes of Tarrow:” 


Why runs thy ſtream. O Yarrow, ana rid?” 
Why on thy brae's heard the voice of ſorrow, 
And why yon melancholious weeds, 
Hung on the bonny birks of Tarrow ? 


What's yonder floats on the rueful, rueful flood 
What's yonder floats? O dole and forrow! 
O *tis the comely ſwain I flew 
— / wog 
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Waſh, O waſh his wounds his wounds in tears, 
His wounds in tears of dole and ſorrow, 


And wrap his limbs in mourning weeds, 
And lay him on the braes of Yarrow. 


Then huild, then build, ye ſiſters ſiſters fad, 
Fe fiſters ſad, his tomb with ſorrow, 


And weep around i in woful wiſe, . 
His helpleſs fate on the braes of Tarreau. 


Curſe ye, curſe ye, his uſeleſs uſeleſs ſhield, 
My arm that wrought the deed of ſorrow, 
The fatal ſpear that pierc'd his breaſt, | 
His comely breaſt on the braes of 7arrow. 


Did I not warn'thee not to, not to love, 

And warn from fight? but to my ſorrow 
Too raſhly bold, a ſtronger arm 

Thou met'ſt, and fell on the braes of Tarroau. 


| Sweet ſmells the birke. green grows, green grows the 


Yellow on Yarrow? braes the gowan, 3 
Fair hangs the apple frae the rock, 
Sweet the wave of 7arromy flowan. 


Flows Yarrow ſweet, as ſweet, as ſweet 558 Tant 
As green its graſs, its gowan as yellow, 

As 1weet ſmells on its braes the birk, 

The apple from its rocks as mellow. 


Fair was thy love, fair, fair indeed thy love, 
In flow*ry bands thou didſt him fetter; | 
Though he was fair, and well belov'd again, 
Than me he never lov'd thee better. 


Buſk ve, then buſk, my bonny bonny bride, 

Bulk ye, then buſk, my winſome marrow, 

Buſk ye, and loe me on the banks of Tweed, 
And think nae mair on the braes of Tarrow. 


How can I buſk a bonny bonny bride, 
How can I bulk a winſome marrow, 
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How loe l:im on che banks of T werd, | | 
That flew my love on the braces of 7 arrow # 
O Yarrow fields may never, never rain, 


No dew thy tender bloſſoms cover, 
For there was vilely kill'd my love, 


My love as be had not bcen a lover. 


The boy put on his robes, his robes of green, 
His purple veſt, *twas my own ſewing, 


Ah! wretched me, I little, little Enew, 


He was in theſe to meet his ruin. 


The boy took out his milk- white, milk · White ſees, 
VUnheedful of my dole and ſorrow, 


But e'er the toofal of the night, 


He lay a corps on the braes of Tarrow. 
Much I rejoic'd that woeful, woeful day, 


I ſung, my voice the woods returning; 
But lang c'er night, the ſpear was flown 
That flew my love, and left me mourning. 


What can my barbarous, barbarons father do, 


But with his cruel | rage purſue me ? 


My lover's blood is on thy ſpear ; 


| How can'ſt thou, barbarous man, then woo n me ? 


My happy ſiſters may be, may be proud, 
With cruel and ungentle ſcoffing. 


May bid me ſeek on FTarroa' g braes 
My lover nailed in his coffin. 


My brother Douglas may epbraid, 
And ſtrive with threat'ning words to move mz; 


My lover's blood is on thy ſpear, 
Hao canft thou ever bid me love thee ? 


Les. yes, prepare the bed, the bed of love, 
With bridal-ſheets my body cover, 


Unbar, ye bridal maids, the door, 


Let in the expedted huſband lover. = 
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But who che expected huſband, huſband is ? 
His hands, methints, are hath'd in ſlaughter: 
Ah me! what ghaſtiy ſpectre's yon, 5 
Comes, in his pale ſhroud, bleeding after ? 


Pale as he is, here lay him, lay lim * 
O lay his cold head on my pillow ; 

1 Take aff, take aff theſe bridal weeds, | 
And crown my careſul head with yellow. 


Pale tho” thou art, yet beſt, yet beſt belov'd, 
O could my warmth to life reſtore thee ; 
Yet lie all night between my breaſts ; 

No youth lay ever there before thee. 


Pale, pale indeed, O lovely, lovely youth! 2 
orgrve, forgive ſo a laughter, 
-- ow obey” op wry age 

No youth ſhall ever lie there after 
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Return and dry thy uſeleſs ſorrow, | 

| Thy lover ed. nought of thy lighs, 
He lies = corps in the braces of Tarrow. 
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